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Quem tulit ad Scenam ventoſo gloria Curru, 
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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


H OW this wile World is chang'd! In former Das, 
Prologucs abere ſerious Speeches before Plays; 
Grave ſolemn Things, as Graces are to Feaſts; 

IT here Poets begg'd a Bleſſing from their Gueſts ; 

But now uo more like Suppliants we come 

A Play makes War, and Prologue is the Drum ; 

£rm'd with keen Satire, and with pointed Wit, 

Me threaten you who do fer Fudges fit, 

To ſave our Plays, or elſe we'll damn your Pit 

But fer your Comfert, it falls out to Day, 

We ve a young Author, and his finſt born Play; 

So, Randirg only on his good Behaviour, 

He's very ciwil, and intreats your Fawonr. 

Not tut the Man has Malice, avould be ſhow it, 

But on my Conſcience he's a baſhful- Poet ; 8 
You think that france — no matter, he'll out-prow it. 
Well, I'm his Advocate —— by me he frays vou, 

( 1 doii't know whether I ſhall ſpeak to pleaſe you, 

He prays ——O bleſs me ! what ſball I ds now ? 

Hang me if I know what he prays, or how ! 

And tauas the prettieſt Prologue as he wrote it ! 

Well, the deuce take me, if I han't forgot it. 

O Lord, for Heaw'ns jake excuſe the Play, 

Becauſe, you know, if it be damn'd to Day, 

JT ſhall be hang'd for wanting what to ſay. 


Fir my ſake then but Pm in ſuch Confufuns® - 
J cannot ſtay to hear your Reſolution. Runs off. 
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A3 Dramatis 


Dramatis dercn 
M E N. 
Hartwell, a ſurly old Batche- 
lor, pretending to flight Wo- 


men, ſecretly in Love with 
Silvia, 


| Rellmour, in Love with Belinda, Mr. Powel. 


Vainlove, capricious in his Love,) 1 
in Love with eee, | | Mr. Williams. 


- Sharper, | Mr. Verbruggen. 
Sir Joſeph Wittol, _ Mr. Bowen, 
Captain Bluffe, Mr. Haines. 
F naliauiſe, a Banker, Mr. Dagger. 
Setter, a Pimp, Mr, Unaerhill. 


Servant to Fondlexvife. 


WOMEN. 


. in Love with 7 ainlove, Mrs. Bracegirale. 
Belinda, her Couſin, an affected 


Lady, in Love with Bellmour, c Mrs. Mountfort. 


Letitia, Wife to Fondlcwife, Mrs. Barry. 
Sitvia, Vainlove's forſaken Mitireſs, Mrs. Bowman, 
Lucy, her Maid, Mrs. Leigh, 
Betty. | | 


Boy and Footmen. 


SCENE, LONDON, 


THE 


Mr. Betterton. 


THE 


OLD BATCHELOR. 
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A'CTL SCENE 


SCENE, The Street. | 
Bellmour and Vainlove meeting. 


B EI. LMO UR. 


isleve, and abroad fo early! good Mor- 
row,; I thought a contemplative Lover 


could no more have parted with his Bed 


in a Morning, than he could have ſlept 


in't. | 

Vain. Bellmour, good Morrow 
Why Truth on't is, theſe early Sallies are not uſual to 
me; but Buſineſs, as you ſee, Sir [Shewing Letters. T 
And Buſineſs muſt be follow'd, or be loft. 


Bell. Buſineſs ! — And fo muſt Time, my Friend, 


be cloſe purſued or loſt, Buſineſs is the Rub of Life, 


perverts our Aim, caſts off the Bias, and leaves us wide 


and ſhort of the intended Mark. 
Vain. Pleaſure, I gueſs, you mean. 
Bell. Ay, what elſe has Meaning! 
Vain. Oh the Wiſe will tell 1a — 
| A4 Bell. 
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Bell. More than they believe Or underſtand. 
Vain. How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man ſay more than 
he underſtands? 3 | 

Bell. Ay, ay, Wiſdom's nothing but a pretending to 
know and believe more than we really do. You read of 
but one wiſe Man, and all that he knew was, that he 
knew nothing. Come, come, leave Buſineſs to Idlers, 
and Wiſdem to Fools ; they have need of 'em : Wit, be 
my Faculty, and Pleaſure, my Occupation ; and let Fa- 
ther Time ſhake his Glaſs. Let low and earthly Souls 
grovel 'till they have work'd themſelves ſix Foot deep 
into a Grave— Buſineſs is not my Element II roll 
in a higher Orb, and dwell— 
Vain. InCaftlesi'th' Air of thy own Building: That's 
thy Element, Ned—— Well as high a Flier as you are, I 
have a Lure may make you ſtoop. [ lings a Lo1ter. 

Bell. I marry Sir, I have a Hawk's Eye at a Woman's 
Lland — There's more Elegancy in the falſe Spelling of 
this Superſcription THE up the Letter] than in all Ci- 


cero Let me lee How now ! Dear per /idious 
Vain- love. [ Reads, 


Vain. Hold, hold, ſlife that's the wrong. 
Pell. Nay let's ſee the Name (Sia ]) how can't 
thou be ungrateful to that Creature? She's extremely 
pretty and loves thee intirely ——[ have heard her 
Le ſuch Raptures about thee ———— : 
Vain. Ay, or any Body that ſhe's about 
Bell. No faith, Frank, you wrong her ; ſhe has been 
juſt to you. 
Vain. That's pleaſant, by my troth from thee, who 
haſt had her. | 
Bell. Never — Her Affections: Tis true by Heav'n, 
ſhe own'd it to my Face; and bluſhing like the Virgin 
Morn when it diſclos'd the Cheat, which, that truſty Bawd 
of Nature, Night had hid, confeſs'd her Soul was true 
to you, tho' I by Treachery had ſtol'n the Bliſs — 
Vain. So was true as Turtle——1n Imagination, Ne, 


| ha? Preach this Doctrine to Huſbands, and the married 
Women will adore thee. 1 tf: 
Bell. Why faith I think it will do well enough — If 
the Huſband be out of the Way, for the Wife to oo 
| | her 
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her Fond neſs and Impatience of his Abſence, by chuſing 


a Lover as like him as ſhe can, and what is unlike, ſhe. 


may help out with her own Fancy, 

Vain. But is it not an Abuſe to the Lover to be made 
a Blind of? 

Bell. As you fay the N is to the Lover, not the 
Huſband : For 'tis an Argument of her Zeal towards 
him, that ſhe will enjoy him in Eihgy. 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious Country, wher. 
ſuch Zeal paſſes for true Devotion. I doubt it will be 
damn'd by all our Proteſtant Huſbands for flat Idolatry 
—— hut if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of 
your Perſuaſion, this Letter will be needleſs. 

Bell. What, the old Banker with the handſome 
Wife? 

Fain. Ay. 

Bell. Let me ſee, Latitia Oh 'tis a delicious Morſel. 


Dear Frank, thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 


Vain. Ay, am I not? To be continually ſtarting of 
Hares for you to couiſe. We were certainly cut out for 
one another; for my Temper quits an Amour, juſt where 


thine takes it up — But read that, it is an Appointment 


for me, this Evening; when Fondlixife will be gone out 
of Town, to meet the Maſter of a Ship, about the Return 


of a Venture which he's in danger of loſing. Read, read. 


Bell. reads. H um, Hum Out of Town this Even- 
ins, and talks of ſending for Mr. Spintext to keep me Com- 


pay; but Ill take care he ſhall not be at home. Good! 


Spintext ! Oh the F anatick one ey'd Parſon! 

Vain. Ay. 

Bell. reads. Hum, Hum—That ; your Conver PR will 
be much more agreeable, if you can counterſeit his Habit 10 


blind the Servants. Very good! Then I muſt be diſgui- 
ſed 


With all my Heart It adds a Guſto to an 
Amour; gives it the greater Reſemblance of Theft; and 
among us lewd Mortals, the deeper the Sin the ſweeter. 
Frank, I'm amaz'd at thy Good-nature——— 

Vain. Faith I hate Love when 'tis forc'd upon a Man, 
as I do Wine ----—— And this Buſineſs is none of my 


ſeeking ; Ionly hapned to be once or twice, where Le- 


titia Was the handſomeſt Woman in Company, ſo conſe- 
3 8 quently 
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quently apply'd myſelf to her—— And it ſeems ſhe has 
taken me at my Word — Had you been there, or any 
Body, 't had been the ſame. 

Bell. T wiſh J may ſacceed as the ſame. 

Fain, Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuckoldom 
be on:e raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil can't Jay it, 
till ſhe has dont. pes 

Pell. Pr'ythee what ſort of Fellow is Foud/ewrfe ? 
Vain. A kind of Mongrel Zealot, ſometimes very pre- 
ciſe and peeviſh: But l have ſeen him pleaſant enough in 
hi; way; much addicted to Jealcuſy, but more to Fond- 
neſs : So that as he's often Jealous without a Cauſe, he's 
as often ſatisfied without Reaſon. 


Bell. A very even Temper, and fit for my Purpoſe, 


I muſt get your Man Setter to provide my Diſguiſe, 


Vain. Ay, you may take him for good and all if you 


— for you have made him fit for no body elſe — 

Bell. You're going to viſit in return of Si/via's Letter 
—Poor Rogue. Any Hour of the Day or Night _ 
ſerve her But do you know nothing of a new Rival 

Vain. Yes, Heartauell, that ſurly old pretended Wo- 
man- hater thinks her Virtuous ; that's one Reaſon why 
I fail her: I would have her fret herſelf out of Conceit 


o ' 2 \ 2 
with me; that ſhe may entertain ſome Thoughts of him. 


Joo he viſits her ev'ry Day. 
Bell. Yet rails on ſtill, and thinks his Love unknown 


to us; a little Time will ſwell him fo, he muſt be forc'd 


to give it Birth; and the. Diſcovery muſt needs be very 


pleaſant from himſelf; to ſee what Pains he will take, 


and how he will ſtrain to be delivered of a Secret, when 
he has miſcarried of it already. _ l 
Vein. Well, good Morrow, let's dine together; TH 


meet at the old Place. TO 5 
Bell, With all my Heart; it lies convenient for us to 


Fay our Aſternoon Services to our Miſtreſſes; 1 find I 
am damnably in Love, I'm ſo uneaſy for not having 
ſecn Belinda yeſterday. | FO 

ais. But I ſaw my Araminta, yet am as impatient. 


wt * 
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E H. 

Bellmour ene. 
Bell. LTH V what a Cormoran in Love am [! why 
not contented wit! the Stavery cf honourable 
Love in one Place, and the Pleaſure of evjoying {ome 
half a Score Miſtreſſes of my own acquiring, mutt vet 
take Yainlove's Buſineſs upon my Hands, becauſe it lav 
too heavy upon his; So am not only forc'd to lie with 
other Men's Wives for em, but muſt alſo undertake the 
harder Taſk of obliging their Miſtreifes—I moſt take 
up, or I ſhall never hold out ; Fleſh and Blood cannot 
bear it always. 


NE III. 
„ [Io him] Sharper, 
Sharp. Þ- ſorry to ſee this, Ne: Once a Man comes 
1 to his Soliloquies give him for gone. 
Bell. Sharper, I'm glad to les thee. 
Sharp. What, is Belinda cruel, chat you are ſothought- 
ful? 
Bell. No faith, not for at 5 at there's a Buſi- 


neſs of Conſequence fall'n out Today, that requires 


ſome Conſideration. 

Sharp. Prithee what mighty Buſineſs of Conſaquence 
canſt thou have? 

Bell. Way you muſt know 'tis a piece of Work to- 
ward the finiſhing of an Alderman ; it ſeems | mult pot 
the laſt hand to it, and dub him Cuckold, that he may 
be of equal Dignity with the reſt of his Brethren : So 


1 muſt beg Belinda's Pardon. 
Sharp. Faith e en give her over for good- and. all: You 
can have no hopes of getting her for a Miſtreſs; and 


ſhe is too proud, too inconſtant, too affected and too 
witty, and too handſom fer a Wife. 

Bell. But ſhe cant have too much Mony There's 
twelve thouſand Pounds, Tem. Tis true ſhe is exceſ- 
lively foppiſh and affected, but in my Conſcience | be- 
iieve the Baggage loves me: For ſhe never ſpeaks well of 
me herſalf nor Tacke ro any Body elſe to rail at me. Then, 
a 1 tld yo, there's twelve thouland Pound Hum 
Why 
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Why faith. upon ſecond Thoughts, ſhe does not appear to 
be ſo very affected neither Give her herdue, I think 
the Woman's a Woman, and that's All. As ſüch I 
am ſcre I ſhall like her; for the Devil take me if I 
don't love all the Sex. 


Sharp. And here comes one e who ſwears as heartily | 
he hates all the Sex. 


S RÄ 4V;. 

[To them] Heartwell. | 

Bell. Who ? Hartwell! Ay, but he knows better 
things How now, George, Where haſt thou been 
ſnarling odious Truths, and entertaining Company, 
Like a Phyſician, with Diſcourſe of their Diſeaſes and In- 
firmities ? What fine Lady haſt thou been putting out of 
Conceit with herſelf, and perſuading that the Face ſhe had 
been making all the Morning, was none of her own? for 


I know thou art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a 


Woman, as a Looking-glaſs after the Small-pox. 
Heart. I confeſs I have not been ſneering fulſom 

Lies and nauſeous Flattery, fawning upon a little tawdry 

Whore that will fawn upon me again, and entertain 


any Puppy that comes, like a Tumbler, with the ſame 


Tricks over and over. For ſuch I gueſs may have been 


your late Employment. 


Bell. Wou'd thou hadſt come a little ſooner, Vainhwe 
would have wrought thy Converſion, and been 2 Cham- 
pion for the Cauſe. 

Heart, What, has he been here ? That's one of Love's 
April. Fools, is always upon {ome Errand that's to no 
purpoſe, ever embarking in Adventures, yet never 
* to Harbour. 

arp. That's becauſe he always ſets out in foul Wea- 
ther loves to buffet with the Wines, meet the Lide and 
ſail in the Teeth of Oppoſition. 

Heart. What, has he not dropt Anchor at ae 

Bell Truth on't is, ſhe fits his Temper beſt, is a kind 
of fioating ſand ; ſometimes ſeems in reach, then va- 
ni er ard Keeps him butied in the Search. 


horp. She had red have a goed ſhare of Senſe to 
mel age {0 capiicirnt a l. over. 


Bell. 


The O.Dd BATCHELOR, 13 

Bell. Faith I don't know: He's of a Temper the moſt 

eaſy to himſelf in the World; he takes as much always 

of an Amour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows 

ſtale or unpleaſant. 

Sharp. An Argument of very little Paſſion, very good 
Underitanding, and very III nature. 

Heart. And proves tint Vainlove plays the Fool with 


Diſcretion. 
Sharp. You, Bellmonr. are bound in Gratitude to 


ſtickle for him; you with Pleaſure reap that Fruit, 
which he takes pains to ſow : He does the Drudgery in 
the Mine, and you ſtamp your Image on the Goid. 
Bell, He's of another Opinicn, and ſays I do the 
Drudgery in the Mine, Well, we have each onr ſhare 


ol Sport, and each that which he likes beſt, tis his Di- 


verfion to Set, *tis mine to Cover the P: artridge. 
_ Heart. And it ſhould be mine to le. en, go again, 


Sharp. Not till you had mouth'd a ittle, George. . 


think that's all thou art fit for now. 


Heart, Good Mr. Young Fellow, you're miſtaken ; 


as able as yourſelf, and as nimble too, tho* I mayn't 
have ſo much Mercury in my Limbs ; tis true indeed [ 
don't force Appetite, but wait the natiiral Call of my 
Luft, and think it time enough to be lew'd, after 1 
have had the Temptation. 
Bell. Time enough, ay too ſoon. 1 ſhould rather have 
expeded from a Perſon of your Gravity 
Heat. Yet it is oftentimes too late with ule of yo. 
young, termagant flaſhy Sinners - — you have ai. the 
Guilt of the Intention, and none of the Pleaiure of the - 
Practice tis true you are ſo eager in Purſ::it of the 
Temptation, that you ſave the Devil the trouble of 
leading you into it: Nor is it out of Diſcretion, that you 
don't ſwallow that very Hook yourſelves have baited, but 


you are cloy'd with the Preparative, and what you mean 


for a Whet, turns the Edge of yourpuny Stomach. Your 
Love is like your Courage, Which you ſhew for the firſt 
Year or two upon all Occaſions; till in a little time, 
being diſabled or diſarmed, you abate of your Vigour ; 


and that daring Blade, wiich was ſo often Grams, Is. 


1255 Hell. 


bound to the Peace for ever after, | 
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Bell. Thou art an old Fornicator of a ſingular good 
Principle indeed! and art for encouraging Youth, that 
they may be as wicked as thou art at thy Vears. | 

Heart. I am for having every body be what they 
pretend to be; a Whoremaſter be a Whoremaſter ; and 
not like Yainlave, kiſs a Lap-Dog with Paſſion, when 
it would diſguſt him from the Lady's own Lips. 

Bell. That only happens ſometimes, where the Dog 


has the ſweeter Breath, for the more cleanly convey- 
ance. But George, you muſt not quarrel with little 


Gallantries of this nature: Women are often won by 
'em. Who would refuſe to kiſs a Lap-Dog if it were 


preliminary to the Lips of his Lady? 


Sharp. Or omit playing with her Fan, and cooling 
her if ſhe' were hot, when it might intitle him to the 
Office of warming her when ſhe ſhould be cold! 
Hell. What is it to read a Play in a rainy Day? 
Though you ſhould be now and then interrupted in a 


witty Scene, and ſhe perhaps preſerve her Laughter till 


the Jeſt were over; even that may be borne with, .con- 
ſidering the Reward in Proſpect. | 

Heart. J confeſs you that are Womens Aſſes bear 
greater Burdens : Are forced to undergo Dreſſing, Danc- 
ing, Singing, Sighing, Whining, Rhyming, Flattering, 
Lying, Grinning, Cringing, and the drudgery of Lov- 


| ing to boot. | 


Bell. O Brute, the drudgery of Loving! | 
Heart, Ay, why to come to Love through all theſe 


Incumbrances, is like coming to an Eſtate overcharg'd 


with Debts; which by the time you have paid, yields 
no further profit than what the bare tillage and manur- 
ing of the Land will produce at the expence of your 
own Sweat. | ; 
Bell. Prithee how doſt thou love ? 
Sharp. He! he hates the Sex. TO RR: 
Heart. So I hate Phyſic too yet I may love to 
take it for my Health, 5 7 
Bell. Well come off, George, if at any time you ſhould 
be taken ſtray ing. 7D 1 6 
Sharp. He has need of ſuch an Excuſe, conſidering 
the preſent ſtate of his Body. 


Heart. 
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Heart. How d'ye mean ? | ; 
Sharp. Why if whoring be purging (as you call it) 
hen, | may fay, Marriage is entering into a Courſe of 


Phyſic. 
Hell. How, George, does the Wind blow there ? 


Heart. It will as ſoon blew North and by South —=— 


marty, quotha ! I hope in Heaven I have a greater Por- 
ion of Grace, and I think I have baited too many of 
thoſe Traps, to be caught in one myſelf, | 
Bell. Who the Devil would have thee ? unleſs *twere 
an Oiſter- Woman, to propagate young Fry for B:/[iny/. 
gate thy Talent will never recommend thee. to any 
hing of better Quality. 
Heart. My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking Truth, 
hich I don't expect ſhould ever recommend me to 
People of Quality — I thank Heav'n, I have very 


oneſtly purchas'd the Hatred of all the great Families 


in Town. 


Sharp. And you in return of Spleen hate them: But 
could you hope to be receiv'd into the Alliance of a noble 


Family 

Heart. No, I hope ſhall never merit that Affliction 
to be puniſh'd with a Wife of Birth be a Stag of the 
firſt Head and bear my Horns aloft, like one of the 


Supporters of my Wife's Coat. S'death J would not be 


a Cuckold to e'er an illuſtrious Whore in England. 
Bell. What not to make your Family, Man ! and pro- 
vide for your Children? 5 
Sharp. For her Children you mean. | 
Heart. Ay there you've nick'd it there's the 
Devil upon Devil ———O the Pride and Joy of Heart 
would be to me, to have my Son and Heir reſemble 


ſuch a Duke to have a fleering Coxcomb ſcoff and 
cry, Mr. your Son's mighty like his Grace, has juſt his 


Smile and Air of's Face. Then replies another 
me thinks he has more of tie Marquiſs of ſuch a Place, 
about his Noſe and Eyes; though he has my Lord 
what-d'ye-calls Mouth to a tittle --—— Then, I, to put 
it off as unconcern'd, come chuck the Infant under the 
Chin, force a Smile and cry, ay, the Boy takes after his 


Mother's - 


— 
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Mother's Relations ——when the Devil and ſhe knows, 
"tis a little Compound of the whole ney of Oy 
785 c Ha, ha, ha. 
Harp. 

Bell. Well but, George, I have one onequeſtion to aſl: 
vou 
Heart. Pſhaw, J have prattled away my 1 
hope you are in no haſte for an anſwer — for I ſhan't 
ſtay now. | \ [Looking on bis Watch. 

Bell. Nay prithee, George. 

Heart. No, beſides my n I ſee a fool coming 
this Way, Adieu, | 


N e . 


Sharper, ane + 


Bell. HAT does he mcan? Oh, 'tis Sir Foſeth 
| Witto!l with his Friend; but I ſee he has 
turn'd the Corner, and goes another Way. 

Sharp. What in the Name of Wonder is it? 

Bell. Why a Fool. 

Sharp. * Vis a'tawdry Outſide. 

Bell. And a very beggarly Ling wine aat he may be 
worth your Acquaintance——a little of thy Chymiſtry, 
Tom, may extract Gold from that Dirt. 

Sharp. Say you ſo? faith Iam as poor as a Chymiſt, 
and would be as induſtrious. But what was he that fol- 
low'd him ?-Is not he a Dragon that watches thoſe 
Golden Pippin? 

Bell. Hang him, no, he a Dragon! if he be tis a very 

caceful one; I can inſure his Anger dormant ; or ſhould 
be ſeem to rouſe, tis but well lalhing Nan, and hz will 
ſleep like a Top. 

Sharp. Ay, is he of that Kidney ? 

Bell. Vet is ador'd by that Biggot Sir 7:/6ph Wittol!, 
as the Image of Valour: dle calls him bi Back, and 
indeed they are never aſunder — yet laſt Night, 1 know 
not by What Miſchance, the Knight was alone, and had 
fallen into the Hands of ſome Night. Walkers, who, I 


ſuppoſe, would have pillaged him: But I chang'd to 


came by, and reſcued him: though I believe h2 w:s 
44 h -irtily 


i. 


—— * rr - q OY EPS 5 — 
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my Skin, and devoured, &c, 
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heartily frightned, for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he 
ran away, without ſtaying to ſee who had help'd him. 

Sharp. ls that Bully of his in the Army? | 
Bell. No, but is a Pretender, and wears the Habit of 
a Soldier; which now-a-days as often clokes Cowardiſe, 
as a black Gown does Atheiſm Yon muſt know 
he has been abroad —— went purely to run away from 
a Campaign; enrich'd himſelf with the Plunder of a 
few Oaths ard here vents 'em againſt the General, 
who ſlighting Men of Merit, and preferring only thoſe 
of Intereſt, has made him quit the Service. 
Sharp. Wherein no doubt he magnifies his own Per- 
formance, * + + . „ 
Bell. Speaks Miracles, is the Drum to his own Praiſe 
the only Implement of a Soldier he reſembles, like 
that, being full of bluſtring Noiſe and Emptineſs —— 
Sharp. And like that, of no uſe but to be beaten, 
Bell. Right; but. then, the Compariſon breaks, for 
he will take a drubbing with as little Noiſe as a Pulpit 
Cuſhion, + | ON | 
Sharp. His Name, and I have done? 
Bell. Why that, to paſs it current too, he has gilded 
with a Title ; he is call'd Captain Bluffe. $17 
| Sharp. Well, I'll endeavour his Acquaintance —— 
you ſteer another Courſe, are bound, END 


For Lowe's Iſland: J. for the golden Coaſt, 
May each ſucceed in what he wiſhes moſt. 


* 


rn. seen 
Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Sharper following. | 
Sharp. URE that's he, and alone. 
| Sir 7. Um — Ay this, this is the very 
damn'd Place; the inhumane Canjbals, the bloody- 


minded Villains would have butcher'd me laſt Night: 
No doubt, they would have flea d me alive, have ſold 


Sharp. 


\ 
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Sbarp. How's th! n 
Sir. Je. An it hadn't been for a civil Gentleman as 
came by and frighted em away — but agad 1 durſt 
not ſtay to give fü Thanks. 6 
Sharp. This muſt be Bellmeur he means — ha! I 
have a Thought 


Sir Fo. Zook, would the Captain would come; the 
very Remembrance makes me quake; agad I ſhall never 


be reconciled to this Place heartily. 


Sharp. Tis but trying, and being where I am at 
worſt, now luck !——curs'd Fortune! this muſt be the 


Place, this damn'd unlucky Place | 


Sir Fo. Agad and ſo 'tisx-— why here has been more | 


Miſchief done I perceive. 


Shas p. No, tis gone, tis loſt—— ten thouſand Devils. 


on that Chance which drew me hither; ay here, juſt 
here, this Spot to me is Hell; nothing to be found, but 
the Deſpair of what I've loſt. [ Looking about as in ſearch. 

Sir 70. Poor Gentleman —— by the Lord Harry I'll 
ſtay no longer, for I have found too — 

Sharp. Ha! who's that has found ? What have you 
found ? reſtore it quickly, or by 


Sir Fo. Not J, Sir, not I, as I've a Scul to be fay'd, 1 


have found nothing but what has been to my Loſs, as I 
may ſay, and as you were ſaying, vir, N 

Sharp, O your Servant, Sir, you are ſafe then it 
ſeems ; tis an ill Wind that blows no body good: Well, 
you may rejoice over my ill Fortune, fance it paid the 
Price of your Ranſom. 7 | 
Sir 7. 1 rejoice! agad not I, Sir: I'm very ſorry 
for your Loſs, with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sir; 
and if you did but know me, you'd ne er ſay I were ſo 
ill- natur d. | | 

Sharp. Know you; why can you be ſo ungrateful, to 
forget me! 

Sir Fo. O Lord forget, him! No, no, Sir, I don't 
forget you — becauſe I never ſaw your face before, 
agad. Ha, ha, ha. 


Sharp. How! [ 4ngrily. 


Sir Fo. Stay, ſtay, Sir, let me recolle& — he's a 


damn'd angry Fellow —— I believe I had better re- 
e's member 
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member him, till I can get out of his Sight; but out 


o'Sight out o'Mind agad. [Aſides 


Sharp. Methonght the Service I did you laſt Night, 
Sir, in preſerving you from thoſe Ruffians, might have 
taken better Root in your ſhallow Memory. | 


Sir 7%. Gads.-Daggers-Belts-Blades and Scabbards, 
this is the very Gentleman! How ſhall I make him = 
Return ſuitable to the Greatneſs of his Merit I had 


a pretty Thing to that Purpoſe, if he han't frighted it 
out of my Memory. Hem! hem! Sir, I moſt ſubmiſ- 
ſively implore your Pardon for my Tranſgreſſion of In- 
gratitude and jon ; having my intire Dependence, 
Sir, upon the Superfluity of your Goodneſs, which like 
an Inundation will, I hope, totally immerge the Necol- 


lection of my Error, and leave me floating in your 


Sight, upon the full blown Bladders of Repentance 
by the Help of which, 1 ſhall once more hope to ſwim 
into your Favour; - [ Bows, 
Sharp. So-h. O Sir I am eafily pacify'd, the acknow- 
ledgment of a Gentleman - 5 
Sir Fo. Acknowledgment! Sir, I am all over Ac- 


knowledgment, and will not ſtick to ſhew it in the 


greateſt Extremity, by Night or by Day, in Sickneſs, 
or in Health, Winter or Summer; all Seaſons and 
Occaſions ſhall teſtify the Reality and Gratitude of your 


ſuperabundant humble Servant Sir Jeep itil Knight. 


Hem ! hem. 
Sharp. Sir Feſeph Wittoll. 


Sir Fo. The ſame Sir, of IFittod Hall in Comitatu 


Bucks. © 


Sharp. Is it poſſible ! Then J am happy, to have obli- . 


ged the Mirrour of Knight-hood and Pink of Courteſy 
in the Age: let me embrace you; | | 
Sir Fe. O Lord, Sir. 


Sharp. My Loſs, I efteem as a Trifle repaid with In- 
tereſt, ſince it has purchas'd me the Friendſhip and Ac- 
quaintance of the Perſon in the World, whoſe Charac- 


ter J admire. 
Sir 7. You are only pleas'd to ſay ſo, 8i ont 


But pray if I may be ſo bold, what is that Loſs 


you mention'd ? 


/ 
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Sharp. O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the Scuffle, 


laſt Night, I only dropt a Bill of à hundred Pound, 


which, I confeſs, I came half deſpairingito recover; but 
thanks to my better Fortunewm_—_—_ 
Sir Fo. You have found it, Sir, then it ſeems I pro- 
feſs I'm heartily glad - 
| Sharp. Sir, your humble Servant—T don- t queſtion 
but you are; that you have ſo cheap an Opportunity 
of expreſſing your Gratitude and Generoſity. Since the 
paying fo trivial a Sum, will wholly e you and 
doubly engage me. 
Sir Fo, What a dickens does he mean by a trivial 
Sum ? [Alde.] But han't you found it, Sir! 
Sharp. No otherwiſe I vow-to Gad bu 
in you, Bir - 
Sir Jo. Humh. | | 
Sharp. But that's ſufficient 'Twere Injuſtice to 
doubt the Honour of Sir J Wittoll. | 
Sir Fo. O Lord, Sir. 5 
Sharp. You are above (I'm ſure) a Thought ſo low, 
to ſuffer me to loſe what was ventur'd in Your Service : 
Nay twas in a manner paid down for your Delive- 
rance; twas ſo much lent you——And you (corn, Ill 
ſay that for you - 
Sir Jo. Nay Tit ſay that for myſelf (with your Leave, 
Sir,) I do ſcorn a dirty Thing. But agad I'm a little 
Out of Pocket at preſent. 
Sharp. 
Word is ſufficient any where : 'Tis but borrowing ſo 


much Dirt, you have large Acres and can ſoon repay 


1t— Money is but Dirt, Sir 7o/eph — meer Dirt. 
Sir Fo. But I profeſs, tis a Dirt I have waſhed my 


Hands of at preſent; I have; laid it all out upon my 


© Rack. * - 
Sharp. Are you ſo extravagant in Clothes, Sir Toſe ph? 
Sir Fo. Ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt I profeſs, ha, 
ha, ha, a very good Jeſt, and I did not know that I had 


- faid it, and that's a better Jeſt than t'other. Tis a Sign 


you and I ha'n't been long acquainted; you have Joſt 
4 good jeſt for want of knowing Nel only mean a 


F riend | 


tin ** e a 


P'ſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound. Your 
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Friend of mine whom I call my Back; he flicks as 
e, || cloſe to me, and follows me through all Dangers — 
d, he is indeed Back Breaſt and Headpiece as it were to 
at | me—agad he's a brave Fellow Pauh, I am quite 
another Thing, when I am with him: I don't fear the 
o. | Devil (bleſs us) almoſt if he be by. "0 — he 
been with me laſt Night — 
n Sharp. If he had, Sir, what then? he 1 have 
ty done no more, nor perhaps have ſuffer'd ſo apy ns nem 
je | he a hundred Pound to loſe ? | | [ Asgrily. 
d Sir Fo. O Lord Sir, by no Means (but I might have 
| ſav'd a hundred Pound) I meant innocently, as I hope to 
a] be ſaved, Sir, (a damn'd hot Fellow) only as I was ſay- 
ing, I let him have all my ready Money to redeem his 
great ſword from Limbo ——But, Sir, I have a Letter 
of Credit to Alderman Fondlewife, as far as two hun- 
| dred Pound, and this Afternoon you ſhall ſee I am a 
o |} Perſon, ſuch a one as you would wiſh to have met 
with 
Sharp. That you are I'll be ſworn 2 de. n that's 
„ If great and like JRun: Xx 


. sc ENE I. 
II [To 0. them] Captain Bluffe. 


ir Jo. O Here a comes — Ay my He&or of Troy, 
welcome my Bully, my Back; agad my 
Heart has gone a pit pat for thee. 
r Bluff. How now, my young Knight? Not for Fear I 
0 hope; he that knows me muſt be a Stranger to Fear. 
Sir Joe. Nay agad I hate Fear ever ſince I had like 
to have dy'd of a Fright: But 
7 Bluff. But? Look you here, Boy, here's your Anti- 
dote, here's your Jeſuit's Powder for a ſhaking Fit — 
5 But who haſt thou got with thee, is he of Mettle? 


> » [Laying his. Hand upon his Sword. : 
g Sir Jo. hs Bally, A devilifh ſmart Fellow: a will 
| fight like a Cock. : :- | 

* Bluff. Say you ſo? then 1 honour 8 But 

b has he been abroad? for every Cock will "wn "pen his 

own LINE? 21 1534p * 
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Days, it muſt be 1 but alas, Sir! were he alive 
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Sir Jo. I don't knew, but I'll preſent ou 

Big. I'll recommend myſelf— Sir, J honour you 
I underfland you love figliting, I reverence a Man tha 
loves fighting, Sir, I kits your Hits. 

Sharp. Sir your Servant, but you are mifinform'd, 
for unleſs it be to ſerve my particular Friend, as Sir Jo- 
ſipb here, my Country, or my Religion, or in n 
very juſtifable Cauſe, I'm not for it. 

Blufe O Lord, I beg your Pardon, Sin, I find you are 
not of my Palate, you cart reliſh a Piſh of fighting 
without ſweet Sauce. Now I chink— ſighting for 


fighting ſake's ſufficient Cauſe ; lighting, to me's Reli- 


gion and the Laws. 
Sir” Fa. Ah, well faid my Hero; was not that great, 
Sir? by the Lord Harry, he ſays true; fighting, is Meat, 


- Drink and Cloth to him. But Back, this Gentleman 
is one of the beſt Friends þ have in the World, and 


faved my Life laſt Night You know I told you. 

Bluff. "ko Then | honour him again—— Sir, may 
I. crave your Name 

Sharp. Ah, Sir, my Name's Than 1 Saas 

Sir Jo. Pray, Mr. Sharper embrace my ne 
well by the Lord Harry, Mr. Sharper, he's as brave 
a Fellow as Cannibal, are nat you ge N ? 

Sharp. Hannibal T believe you mean, Sir Joſepb. 

N Undoubtedly he did Sir; faith, Hammibal was 
a very pretty Bellow— but Sir Jeſepb, Com paxiſons are 
Hannibal was a very pretty Fellow in thoſe 


now; he would be nothing, in the Earth. 
| Sharp, HowW- Sir! Þ make a * if chere be at this 
Day a greater General breathing. 
Bluff. Oh exeuſe me, Sir; * Jabevad, Sir ? 
Sharp, Not J really, Sir. 


Bluff. Oh I thought ſo - Why then. you can know: 


nothing, Sir; Jam afraid:y on ſoar ce know the Hiſtory 


oſ the late War i in-Flanders, with all its Particulars. 


Sharp, Not I, Sir, no more way  publiok Letters, or 
Goxettes tell us. 
Bluff. Ganatre! Why there . now Why, Sir, 


| chere are not three Words of Trutb, the. Year round, 


put 


put into the Gazerte- 
now as to that —— You muſt know, Sir, I was Reſideny 
in Figuders the laſt Campaign; had a ſmall Poſt there; 

but no Matter for that 
ſcarce any Thing of Moment done but an humble Ser- 
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II tell you a ſtrange Thin 


Perhaps, Sir, there Was 


vant of yours, that ſhall be nameleſs, was an Rye Wit- 
nels of — I won't ſay had the greateſt Share in't. Tho' 
I might ſay that too, fince I name no body you know] 


Well Mr. Sherper, would you think it? In all this 


time 


as I hope for a Truncheon —— this. raſcally 


Gazette-Writer never {0 much as once mention'd me 
Not once by the Wars - 


Took no more Notice, 


than as if No. Bluffe had not been 1 in the Land of the 


Living. 


Sharp. Strange! 

Sir. Jo. Vet by the Lord Harry tis true Mr. Sharper, 
for I went every Day to Coltee- Houſes to read che 
Gazette myſelf. 

Bluff. Ay, ay, no Matter — vou fee Mr. Sharper 
after all I am content to retire—Live a private Perſon— 
Scipio and others have done it. 


Sharp. Impudent Rogue. » 


[ 4/7 "I 


Sir Fo. Ay, this damu'd Modeſty. of yours — Agad. 
if he would put in for't he might be made General bim- 


ſelf yet. 


Bluff. Oh fy, no, Sir Nees Faw know | hate 


this. 


Sir 75. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a hule, how you 
eat Fire once out of the Mouth of a Cannon agad 
he did; thoſe impenetrable Whikkers of his haue con- 
tronted Flames 

Bluff. Death, what do you mean, Sir Faith ? 


Sir. Je. Look you now, I tell you. he's ſo medeſb 


he'll own nothing. 
Bluff. Piſh you have-put me * 1 ho forgot oY 


I was about, Pray hold vous gs and give ma 
Leave. 5 
Sir 


15 nts Lari. 


70. I am dumb. 


Bluff: This Sword; I think, I was telling you aß Mr. 


S Harper 


vine, Anatomiſt, Lawyer or Caſuiſt in Europe; . 
decide a Controverſy or Tut a Cauſe 


This Sword I'll maintain to be the beſt Di- 


— 
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Sir Fo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak ; it will ſplit a Hair, 
by the Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. 

Bluff Zouns Sir, it's a Lye, you have not ſeen it, 
nor ſhan't ſee it; Sir I ſay you can't lee ; ; what d' ye ſay 


- to that now ? 
Sir Fo. I am blind. 


Bluff. Death, had any other Man e me 


Sir Jo. Good Mr. Sharper, ſpeak to him; 1 Ian not 
look that Way. 

Sharp. Captain, Sir Joſeph's penitent. + 

- Bluff. O am calm, Sir, calm as a ae Cut- 
verin ——- But twas indiſcreet, when you know what 
will provoke me Nay come, Sir 7o/eph, you know 
may Heat's ſoon over. 

Sir Fo. Well, I am a Fool ſometimes 
I'm ſorry. | 

Bluff. Enough. 


Sir 70. Come we FL take a Glaſs to drown Animo- 


ſities; Mr. Sharper, will you partake? 
- Sharp. I wait on you, Sir, nay pray, Captain — von 
are Sir Jaſepb's Back. | 


SCENE III. 


Araminta, Belinda, Betty waiting in Araminta's | 


Apartment. 


H f | dla Dear pr — good, "SES 
ſweet Couſin, no more; oh Gad, I ſwear 
you'd . 4 one ſick to hear you. 


Bolin. 


Aram. Bleſs me | what have I ſaid to move you 5 5 
Belin. O you have raved, talked idly, and all in 


Commendation of that filthy n two-leg'd Crea- 
ture, Man — you don't know what you ve ſaid, your 
Fever has tranſported you. 

Aram. If Love be the Fever which you mean, kind 
Heav'n avert: the Cure: Let me have Oil to feed 
that Flame and never let it be erung 21. I maden 


Aſhes. 
Belin. There was a Whine ! 0 Gad, 1 15 your 


horrid Fancy This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in 
1 is to be * 7 i in the en the un. | 


-But 


Is, 


— 


ſake. 85 

Aram. Fy, this is groſs Affectation A little of 
B-llmour's Company would change the Scene, 

Belin. Filthy Fellow! I wonder, Coufin——— 


Aram..T wonder, Coufin, you ſhould imagine I don't 


rceive you love him. Ek. 
Belin. Oh I love your hideous Fancy! Ha, ha, ha, 
love a Man! 1 
Aram. Love a Man! yes, you would not love a Beaſt. 
Bein. Of all Beaſts not an Aſs Which is ſo like your 
Vainlove—Lard I have ſeen an Aſs look ſo Chagrin, Ha, 
ha, ha, (you muſt pardon me, I can't help laughing) that 
an abſolute Lover would have concluded the poor Crea- 
ture to have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all 
that in his Breaſt: Araminta, come T'll talk ſeriouſly to 
you now; could you butſee with my Eyes, the Buffoonry 


of one Scene of Addreſs, a Lover. ſet out with all his 
Equipage and Appurtenances ; O Gad ! ſure you would 


— But you play the Game, and conſequently can't ſee 
the Miſcarriages obvious to every Stander by, 
Aram. Yes, yes, I can ſee ſomething near it, when 
you and Be/lmour meet. You don't Rav that you 
dreamt of Bellnour laſt Night, and call'd him aloud in 
your 8 „ Tr = | 
Belin. Piſh, I can't help dreaming of the Devil ſome- 
times; would you from thence infer I love him? 
Aram. But that's not all; you caught me in your Arnis 


when you named him, and preſs d me to your Boſom — 


Sure if I had not pinch'd you till you wak'd, you had 
ſtifled me with Kiſſes. 5 
Belin. O barbarous Aſperſion ! 


Aram. No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone Nay 


I can tell you more. 155 
Belin, I deny it all: | 
Aram. What before you hear it? 


Behn. My Denial is premeditated like your Malice 
—— Lard, Couſin, you talk odly— What ever the Matter 
is, O my Soul, I'm afraid you'll follow evil Courſes. - 


Aram. Ha, ha, ha, this is pleaſant, g 
Belin. You may laugh, but ——— | 
e - Aram. 
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the Blood, the All over O Gad you are quite 
ſpoild — ſhall lothe the Sight of Mankind for your 
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Aram. Ha, ha, ha. 
Belin. You think the malicious Grin becomes you 
The Devil take Bellm ur Why do you tell me of him? 
Aram. Oh is it come out—now you are angry, I am 
fure you love him. 1 tell no body elſe, Couſin 1 
have not betray'd you yet. | 
Belin. Pr'ythee tell it all the World, it's falſe, 
Aram. Come then, kiſs and Friends. 
Belin. Pith. 34 
Aram. Pr'ythee don't be ſo Peeviſh. 
Belin. Pr'ythee don't be ſo impertinent, Betty, 
Aram. Ha, ha, ha. 
Betty. Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? 
Balin Get my Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Foot- 
man call a Chair. | | 


Aram. I hope you are not going out in dudgeon, | 


Couſin, | 
SC KN: IV. 
[To them] Footman. 
Foot. Adam, there are—— 


1 ZBelin. Is there a Chair? ES 
Foot. No, Madam, there are Mr. Bellnour and Mr. 
Vainlode to wait upon your Ladyſhip. | 
Aram. Are they below? - 
Foot. No, Madam, they ſent before, to know if you 
were at home. oy 
Belin. The Vikſii's to you, Couſin, I ſuppoſe I am 
at my Liberty. . 
Aram. Be ready to ſhew em up. 


VCC 
[To them | Betty with Hoods and Looking Glafs. 


I Can't tell, Couſin, I believe we are equally concern d; 
- But if you continue your Humour, it won't be very 


entertaining (I know ſhe'd fain be perſuaded to ſtay) 


[Afede. 

Belin. J ſhall oblige you, in leaving you to the full 

and free Enjoyment of that Converſation you admire. 

Let me ſee ; hold the Glaſs=—Lard I look wretchedly 
to Day! HE 


„ > a. 
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Aram, Betty, why don't you help my Couſin ? - 
at | [ Putting on her Hoods. 
Belin. Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a 
Chair with a high Roof, or a very low Seat Stay, 
come back here you Mrs. Fidget—- you are ſo ready 
to go to the Footman— Here, take em all again, my 
Mind's chang'd, I won't go. 


$CEN.K VL 
| Araminta, Belinda. | 
Aram. OO, this I expected You won't oblige me 
then, Couſin, and let me have all the Com- 
_ pany to myſelf, 5 
Bielin. No; upon Deliberation, I have too much 


Charity to truſt you to yourſelf. The Devil watches 


all Opportunities ; and in this favourable Diſpoſition of 
your Mind, Heav'n knows how far you may be 
tempted: I am tender of your Reputation. 


Aram. J am oblig'd to you But who's malicious 


now, Belinda? 


Belin. Not I; witneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of pure 
Affection. | f 


Aram. In my Conſcience J believe you. 
[Toe them] Vainlove, Bellmour, Footman. 


Bell. So, Fortune be praisd! To find you both f 


within, Ladies, is 
Aram. No Miracle, I hope. 
Bell. Not o'your fide, Madam, I confeſs But 
my Tyrant there and I, are two Buckets that can never 
come together. 


* 
— 


claſh, | 
Bell. How never like! marry Hymen forbid. But 
this is to run ſo extravagantly in Debt; I have laid out 
ſuch a World of Love in your Service, that you think 
you can never be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for 
the ſame Reaſon that you would a Dun. 922 
Belin. Ah, on my Conſcience, and the moſt imper- 
Gy B 2 | tinent 


Belin. Nos are ever like Vet we often meet and 
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tinent and troubleſome of Duns——a Dun for Money 
will be quiet, when he ſees his Debtor has not where- 
_ withal Bat a Dun for Love is an eternal Tor- 
ment that never reſts— | 
Bell. Till he has created Love where there was none, 
and then gets it for his Pains. For Importunity in Love, 
like Importunity at Court, firſt creates its own Intereſt, 
and then purſues it for the Favour. | 
Aram. Favours that are got by Impudence and Im- 
portunity, are like Diſcoveries from the Rack, when 
the afflicted Perſon, for his Eaſe, ſometimes confeſles 
Secrets his Heart knows nothing of. . 
Vain. I ſhould rather think Favours, ſo gain'd, to be 
due Rewards to indefatigable Devotion For as 
Love is a Deity, he muſt be ſerv'd by Prayer. 


Belin. O Gad, would you would all pray to Love 


then, and let us alone. 

Vain. Vou are the Temples of Love, and tis through 
you, our Devotion muſt be convey'd. 5 

Aram. Rather poor ſilly Idols of your own mo 
which, upon the leaſt Diſpleaſure you forſake, and ſet 
up new—— Every Man, now, changes his Miftreſs and 
his Religion, as his Humour varies or his Intereſt. 

Vain. O Madam 

Aram. Nay come, I find we are growing ſerious, and 
then we are in great Danger of being dull If my Mu- 


ſick-Maſter be not gone, I'Il entertain you with a new 


Song, which comes pretty near my own Opinion of Love 
and your Sex—Who'sthere ? Is Mr. Gao gone? LO, 
Foot. Only to the next Door, Madam; I'll call him. 


FOCLME vn 


Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, and Bellmour. 


Bell. HY, you won't hear me with Patience. 

| Aram. What's the matter, Couſin ? 
Bel]. Nothing, Madam, only 1 lien 

Belin Pr'ythee hold thy Tongue Lard, he has 

ſo peſter'd me with Flames and Stuff — 
ſhan't endure the fight of a Fire this Twelvemonth. 

Bell. Vet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. 
Jcliu. O Gad, I hate your hideous Fancy — you 2 
d that 


— 


T think 1 
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that once before if you muſt talk impertinently, for 
Heaven's ſake let it be with Variety; don't come al- 
ways, like the Devil, wrapt in Flames l'll not hear a 
Sentence more, that begins with an 7 burn — Or an, 7 
beſeech you, Madam. „ 
Bull? But tell me how you would be ador'd— I am 
very tractable. „„ ; 

Belin. Then know, I would be ador'd in Silence. 
Bel]. Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have all 
the talk to yourſelf - you had better let me ſpeak ; for if 

=y Thoughts fly to any Pitch, J ſhall make villanous 

Igns. | | 

Belin. What will you get by that? to make ſich 
Signs as I won't underſtand. 

Bell. Ay, But if I'm Tongue-ty'd, I muſt have all my 
Actions free to — Quicken your Apprehenfion—and 
I gad let me tell you, my molt prevailing Argument is 

expreſs'd in dumb ſhew. 9 


V 
Te them] Mufick-Maſter. 


Aram. I am glad we ſhall have a Seng to dirert 
the Diſcourſe Pray oblige us with the 


laſt new Song. „ 
Tn: 
Thus to a ripe conſenting. Maid, 


Poor, old, repenting Delia ſaid, 
Would you long preſerve your Lower * 
Would you flill his Goddeſs reign ? 
Newer let him all diſcover, 
Never let him much obtain. 
es 
Men will admire, 2 and 2. 
ile wiſhing at your Feet they lie: 
9 4 I ra their Embraces, 
Wakes em from the Golden Dream; 
_ Nothing new beſides our Faces, | 
Every Woman is the ſame. 


Aram. $0, how do'e like 4p Song, Gentlemen ? 


gt 
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Maidenhead, as his Love. 
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Bell. O very well perform'd-——— but I don't much 
admire the Words. 5 
Aram. I expected it there's too much Truth in 
'em: If Mr. Gawot will walk with us in the Garden, 
we'll have it once again — you may like it better at 


ſecond hearing, You'll bring my Couſin. 


Bell. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but J Il 
make Signs [ Addreſſes Belinda in dumb Sheaw, 
. Belin, O foh, your dumb Rhetorick is more ridicu- 
lous, than your talking Impertinence; as an Ape is a 
much more troubleſome Animal than a Parrot. | 
Aram. Ay, Coulin, and 'tis a fign the Creatures mi- 


mick Nature well; for there are few Men, but do more 


filly things than they ſay. T 
Bell. Well, I find my Apiſhneſs has paid the Ranſom 
for my Speech, and ſet it at Liberty tho? I confeſs, 


I could be well enough pleas'd to drive on a Love Bar- 


gain, in that ſilent manner--'twould ſave a Man a world 
of Lying and Swearing at the Year's end. Beſides 1 
have had a little Experience, that brings to mind 


When Wit and Reaſon, both have fail'd, to move; 


Kind Looks and Actions (from Succeſs ) do proves 
En Silence may be Eloquent in Lowe. 


J 
- 


 $CENE, The Sirert. | 
Silvia 2 Lucy. 
Silu. I LL he not come then? 
Lucy. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if 


you will go in and be ready to receive him. 
Silv. Why did you not tell me? Whom mean you? 
Lucy, Whom you ſhould mean, Hear tavell. 
Silv. Senſeleſs Creature, I meant my, Yainlove. 
Lucy. You may as ſoon E 2 to recover your own 
herefore e' en ſet your 
Heart at. Reſt; and in the Name of Opportunity mind 
your own Buſineſs, Strike Heartauell home, before the 
Bait's worn off the Hook. Age will come. He nib- 


. ** 
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bled fairly yeſterday, and no doubt will be eager 
enough to Day, to ſwallow the Temptation. 

Szlw. Well, ſince there's no Remedy Yet tell me 
or I wou'd know, tho' to the Anguiſh of my Soul; 
how did he refuſe ? Tell me how did he receive my 
Letter, in Anger or in Scorn ? | 

Lucy, Neither; but what was ten times worſe, with 
damn'd, ſenſeleſs Indifference. By this Light I could 
hare ſpit in his Face—Receive it! Why he receiv'd it, 
as I would one of your Lovers that ſhould come empty- 
handed ; as a Court Lord does his Mercer's Bill, or a 
beeging Dedication——he receiv'd it, as if 't had been 
a Letter from his Wife, ; 

Silky. What, did he not read it:? 

Lucy. Hum'd it over, gave you his ReſpeQt, and ſaid, 


| he would take time to peruſe it - but then he was in haſte, 


Silv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Ara- 
mi uta has bewitch'd him from me Oh how the Name 
of Rival fires my Blood could curſe em both; eter- 


nal Jealouſy attend her Love, and Diſappointment meet 


his. Oh that I could revenge the Torment he has caus'd 
 —methinks I feel the Woman ſtrong within me, and 
Vengeance kindles in the room of Love. 
Lucy. I have that in my Head may make Miſchief. 
Silv. How, dear Lucy. EE. 
Lucy. You know Araminta's diſſembled Coyneſs has 
won, and keeps him hers 7 5 
Silv. Cou'd we perſuade him, that ſhe loves another 
Lacy. No, you're out; could we perſuade him, that 
ſhe dotes on him, himſelf ——Contrive a kind Letter as 
from her, twould diſguſt his Nicety, and take away his 
„ AA Sg 
Silv. Impoſſible, twill never take. 


Lucy. Trouble not your Head. Let me alone 1 


will inform myſelf of what paſt between em to Day, 
and about it firaight—— Hold, I'm miſtaken, or that's 
Hartwell, who 1 talk ing at the Corner 'tis he— 
go get you in, Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs up 


your Face in Innocence and Smiles and diſſemble the 


very want of Diſſimulation———You know what will 
take h14. k | 

S$ilv, Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to con- 

2 B 4 ceal 
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ceal it: but I'l do my weak endeavour, though 1 fearl 
have not Art. | | 


Lucy. Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for 
diſſembling. | 

Man, was by Nature Woman's Cully made: 

Me never are but by ourſelves Betray d. 


„ © 5 1p x 
Heartwell, Vainlove and Bellmour fo/hwing. 


Bell. IST, hiſt, is not that Hæartaucll going to Silvia? 


+” Vain. He's talking to himſelf, 
let's try if we can hear him. . 
Heart. Why whither in the Devil's Name am Ta 
going now? Hum — let me think— Is not this SzVia's 


think, prithee 


ouſe, the Cave of that Enchantreſs, and which conſe- 


quently T ought to ſhun as I would Infection? To enter 
here, 1s to put on the envenom'd Shirt, to run into the 


Embraces of a Fever, and in ſome raving Fit, be led 


to plunge myſelf into that more conſuming Fire, a Wo- 
man's Arms. Ha! well recollected, I will recover my 
. Reaſon, and be gone. . 
Bell. Now Venus forbid ! 
Vain. IIuſn 5 


Heert, Well, why do you not move? Feet, do your 


Office— not one Inch ; no, foregad I'm caught- 
There ſtands my North, and thither my Needle points— 
Now could I curſe myſelf, yet cannot repent. O thou 
delicious, damn'd, dear, deſtructive Woman ! *Sdeath 
how the young Fellows will hoot me ! I ſhall be the Jeſt 
of the Town. Nay in two Days,I expe©t to be chronicled 
in Ditty, and ſung in woeful Ballad, to the Tune of the 
ſuperannuated Maidens Comfort, or the Batchelors Fall; 
and upon the third, I ſhall be hang'd in Effigy, paſted 
vp for the exemplary Ornament of neceſſary Houſes, 
and Coblers Stalls— Death, I can't think on't=— Pll 
run into the Danger to loſe the Apprehenſion. 


RS CENT WW 
Bellmour, Vainhowve. | 


Jul. Very certain Remedy, probatum efi—Ha, ha, 


X ha, poor George, thou art i'th right, thou. 


reer 


haſt. 
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haft ſold thyſelf to Laughter; the ill-natur'd Town wifl 
find the Jeſt juſt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a” 
ſtruggled, like an old Lawyer between two Fees. 

Vain. Or a young Wench, between Pleaſure and Re- 
putation, | | 

Bill. Or as you did to Day, when half afraid you 
ſnatch'd a Kiſs from Araminta. ED. 

Vuin. She has made a Quarrel on't. | | 

Bell. Pauh, Women are only angry at ſuch Offences, 
to have the Pleaſure of forgiving 'em. _ 55 
Vain. And ] love to have the Pleaſure of making my 
Peace -I ſhould not eſteem a Pardon if too eaſily 
won. | - 

Bell. Thou doſt not know what thou would'R be at: 
whether thou would'ſt have her angry or pleas'd, 
Could'ſt thou be content to marry Araminta? 

Vain. Could you be content to go to Heav'n ? 

Bell. Hum, not immediately, in my Conſcience not 

_ heartily? I'd do a little more good in my Generation 
firſt, in order to deſerve it. 8 

Vain. Nor I to marry Araminta till I merit her. 

Bell. But how the Devil doſt thou expect to get 
her if ſhe never yield ? 5 e 

Vain. That's true; but I Would 

Bell. Marry her without her Conſent; thou'rt a Rid- 
dle beyond Woman | 


[To them] Setter. 
Ruſty Setter, what Tidings? How goes the 
E Project. * 

Fetter. As all lew'd Projects do, Sir, where the De- 
vil prevents our. Endearments with Succeſs. 

Bell. A good hearing, Setter. 

Vain. Well, I'll leave you with your Engineer. 

Bell. And haſt. thou provided Neceſſaries ? 

Setter. All, all, Sir; the large ſanctified Hat, and the 
little preciſe Band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloke, 
to cover carnal Knavery——not forgetting the black 
Patch, which Tribulation Spiztext wears, as Im in- 
form'd, upon one Eye, 4 a penal Mourning for the 


ogling 
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opling Offences of his Youth ; and ſome ſay, with that 
Eye, he firſt diſcover'd the Frailty of his Wife. 
Bell. Well, in this fanatick Father's Habit, will I 
confeſs Lavitta. 

Setter. Rather prepare her for Confeſſion, Sir, by 

helping her to Sin. 

Bell. Be at your Maſter's Lodging, in the Evening, 
I ſhall uſe the Robes, 


. 
| Setter alone. | 


Setter. T Shall, Sir wonder to which of theſe two 

Gentlemen I do moſt properly appertain— 
the one uſes me as his Attendant ; the other (being the 
better acquainted with my Parts) * me as a Pimp; 
why that's much the more honourable Employment 
by all Means ——1 follow one as my Maſter, t'other fol- 
lows me as 1 Conductor. 


S C E N. E VI. 
[To him} Lucy. 


La. Here s the Hang- Dog his Man —1 1 

Power over him in the Reign of my M3. 
ſtreſs; but he is too true a Valet de Chamber not to af. 
fect his Maſter's Faults ; and conſequently i 13 revolted 
from his Allegiance, 

Setter. Undoubtedly 'tis ir»roffible to be a Pimp and 
not a Man Gf Parts. That is without being politic, 
diligent, ſecret, wary, and ſo forth——And to all 
this valiant as Hercules —— That is, paſlively valiant and 


actively obedient. Ah! Setter, what a Treaſure is 


here loſt for want of being known ? 

Lucy. Here's ſome Villany a- foot he's ſo thoughtful ; 
may be TI may diſcover ſomething in my Maſk———- 
Worthy Sir, a Word with you. Puts on her Maſh. 
Setter. Why if I were known, I might come to be a 
great Man 
Lucy. Not to interrupt your Meditation 
| 72 And I ſhould not be the firſt chat has nd 

bis Greatneſs bY ht, þ 


eee 
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Lucy, Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, for 
a contemplative Pimp. 3 

Setter. Ha! what art, who thus raliciouſly haſt 
awaken'd me from my Dream of Glory ? Speak, thou 
vile Diſturber —— — 

Lucy. Of thy moſt vile Cogitations — thou poor, 
conceited Wretch, how wert thou valuing thyſelf, upon 
thy Maſter's Employment ? For he's the head Pimp to 
Mr. Bellmour. Ty | 

Setter. Good Words, Damſel, or I ſhall-——}ut 
how doſt thou know my Maſter or me? 

Lacy. Yes I know both Maſter and Man to be 

Setter. To be Men perhaps; nay faith like enough ; 
I often march in the Rear of my Maſter, and enter the 
| Breaches which he has made. 

Luc. Ay, the Breach of Faith, which he has be- 
gun: Thou Traitor to thy lawful Princeſs. 

Setter. Why how now! prithee who art? Lay by 
that worldly Face and produce your natural Vizor. 

Lucy. No Sirrah, I'll keep it on to abuſe thee, and 
leave thee without Hopes of Revenge. 3 

Setter. Oh! I begin to ſmoke ye: thou art ſome for- 
ſaken Abigail, we have dallied with heretofore — and 
art come to tickle thy Imagination with Remembrance 
of Iniquity paſt. | 5 

Lucy. No, thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Im- 

erfections; thou Maukin made up of the Shreds and 
E of his ſuperfluous Fopperies. 

Setter. Thou art thy Miſtreſs's foul ſelf, compoſed of 
her ſullied Iniquities and Clothing. „ 
Lucy. Hang thee——Beggar's Curr— Thy Maſter 
is but a Mumper in Love, lies canting at the Gate; but 
never dares preſume to enter the Houſe. 

Setter. Thou art the Wicket to thy Miſtreſs's Gate, 
to be opened for all Comers. In fine thou art the high 
Road to thy Miſtreſs. 

Lucy. Beaſt, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer, look 
and tremble.  [Unmaſis. 

Setter. How, Mrs. Lucy! 5 | | 

Lucy. I wonder thou haſt the Impudence to looh w 
in the Face. 3 ut 
Setter, Adſbud who is in fault, Miſtreſs of mine 2 
FE ng 
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fung the firſt Stone? Who undervalued my Function? 
And who the Devil could know you by Inſtinct? 


Lucy. You could know my Office by Inſtin&, and be 
hang'd, which you have ſlander'd - moſt abominably. 
It vexes me not what you ſaid of my Perſon; but that 
my innocent Calling ſhould be expos'd and ſcandaliz'd 


l cannot bear it. 


Setter. Nay, faith, Lucy, I'm ſorry, I'll own my- 
ſelf to blame, though we were both in fault as to our 
Offices Come [I'll make you any Reparation. 

Lucy. Swear. lg; 

Setter. I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power: 

Lucy. To be brief then; what is the Reaſon your 
Maſter did not appear to Day according to the Sum- 
mons I brought him ? 

Setter. To anſwer you as briefly—He has a Cauſe to 
be wied in anather Ct. | 

Lucy. Come tell me in plain Terms, how forward he 
is with Araminta. „„ 

Setter. Too forward to be turn'd back Though 


he's a little in Diſgrace at preſent about a Kiſs which he 


forced. You and I can kiſs, Lacy, without alt that. 
Lucy. Stand off————He's a precious Jewel. 
Setter. And therefore you'd have him to ſet in your 
Lady's Locket. 
Lacy. Where is he now? | 
Setter. He'll be in the Piazza preſently. 
Lucy. Remember to Day's Behaviour Let me 
fee you with a penitent Face. | 
Setter. What no Token of Amity, Lucy ? You and 
I don't uſe to part with dry Lips. | 
Lucy. No, no, avaunt— I'll not be ſlabber'd and 
kifs'd no- I'm not ith Humour, 
Setter. T'll not quit you ſo Tl follow and put 


* 


you into the Humour. 


n 
Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Bluff. 


Bluff. N D fo out of your unwonted Generofity— 
\ Sir Jo. And Good-nature, Back; I am 
good-natur'd and I can't help it. 


_ Bluff, 
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p Bluff. You have given him a Note upon Fonalevuiyt 
for a hundred Pound. | 

e Sir Fo Ay, ay, poor Fellow, he ventur'd fair for't. 

7 Bluff. You have diſoblig'd me in it— for I have oc- 

it caſion for the Money, and if you would look me in the 


4 Face again and live, go, and force him to re deliver 
you the Note——go——and bring it me hither, I'll 
7 ſtay here for you. | 
r Sir Fo. You may ſtay 'till the Day of Judgment then, 
by the Lord Harry. 1 know better Things than to be 
run thro' the Guts for a hundred Pound Why I 
gave that hundred Pound for being ſaved, an d'ye think, 
r an there were no Danger, I'll be ſo ungrateful to take 
1— it from the Gentleman again? | 
Bluff. Well, go to him from me Tell him, I ſay, 
ohe muſt refund——or Bilbo's the Word, and Slaughter 
will enſue — if hie refuſe, tell him —— but whiſper 


e that——tell him ——['l! pink his Soul——but whiſper 
that ſoftly to him... | 

h Sir Fo. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't I war- 

e rant you —— hy, what a Devil's the Matter, Bally, 


are you mad? Or d'ye think I'm mad? Agad for my 
Part, I don't love to be the Meſſenger of ill News; tis 
ir an ungrateful Office So tell him yourſelf, 
Bluff. By theſe Hilts I believe he frightned you into 
this Compoſition : I believe you gave it him -out of 


| Fear, pure paltry Fear confeſs. COS. 
e Sir J. o, no, hang't I was not afraid neither: 
tho” I confeſs he did in a Manner ſnap me up yet I 

d can't ſay that it was altogether out of Fear, but partly 


do prevent Miſchief — for he was a deviliſh cholerick 
d Fellow : And if my Choler had been up too, agad 
there would have been Miſchief done, that's flat. And 
it yet I believe if you had been by, I would as ſoon have 
let him a'had a hundred of my Teeth. Adfſheart if 
ke ſhould come juſt now when I'm angry, I'd tell 


SCENB 
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SCENE VIII. 


e them] Bell mour, Sharper. 
Bell. "1 Fas a lucky Rogue ; there's your Bene- 
1 factor, you ought to return him Thanks 
now you have receiy'd the Favour. 
Sharp. Sir Foſeph—Your Note was accepted, and the 
Money paid at Sight : I'm come to return my Thanks-- 


Sir Fo. They won't be accepted ſo readily as the 


Bill, Sir. | 
Bell. I doubt the Knight repents, Tom — He looks 
like the Knight of the ſorrowful Face. 

Sharp. This is a double Generofity — Do me a 
Kindneſs and refuſe my Thanks —— But I hope you 
are not offended that I offer'd 'em. 5 

Sir 70. May be I am, Sir, may be I am not, Sir, 
may be I am both, Sir; what then? I hope I may be 
offended, without any Offence to you, Sir. 

Sharp. Hey day ! Captain, what's the Matter ? You 
can tell, | | 

Bluff. Mr. Sharper, the Matter is plain Sir Jo- 
Fþph has found out your Trick, and does not care to be 
put upon; being a Man of Honour, 

Sharp. Trick, Sir? 

Sir Fo. Ay Trick, Sir, and won't be put upon, Sir, 
being a Man of Honour, Sir, and ſo, Sir | 

Sharp. Harkee, Sir Fofeph, a Word with ye——in 
Conſideration of ſome Favours lately received; I would 
not have you draw yourſelf into a Premunire, by truſt- 
ing to that Sign of a Man there ——That Pot-Gun 
charged with Wind. | 

Sir Fo. O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come juſtify your- 
ſelf—— I'll give him the Lye if you'll ſtand to it. 

Sharp. Nay then I'll be beforehand with you, take 
that——Oafe. = | [ Cuffs him. 
Sir J. Captain, will you ſee this? Won't you pink 
his Soul ? | 1 

Bluff. Huſht, tis not ſo convenient now —— I ſhall 
find a time. | 

Sharp. What do you mutter about a Time, Raſcal— 
You were the Incendiary —— There's to put you in 

mind of your Time — A Memorandum, | Kicks him. 


* | U 
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. Oh this is your Time, Sir, you had beſt make 
uſe on't. : 

Sharp. I Gad and fo I will: There's again for you. 

; , 5 ' [Kicks him. 
Bluff. You are obliging, Sir, but this is too public a 
Place to thank you in : But in your Ear, you are to be 
ſeen again. 

Sharp. Ay thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt— 
as for example. | : [Kicks him. 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away, tis ſcandalous 
to kick this Puppy unleſs a Man were cold, and had 
no other way to get himſelf a heat. | 


SCENE IX 
Sir Joſeph, Bluff. 


4. W well —— very fine — But 'tis no mat- 

ter———[s not this fine, Sir 7% hE ? 
Sir Fo. Indifferent, agad in my Opinion very indif- 

ferent Id rather go plain all my Life, than wear 


ſuch Finery. _ | 
Bluff. Death and Hell to be affronted thus! I'll die 
before I'll ſuffer it. [ Draavs. 


Sir 70. O Lord, his Anger was not raiſed before — 
nay, dear Captain, don't be in Paſſion now he's gone— 
Put up, put up, dear Back, tis your Sir 7o/zph begs, 
come 8 me kiſs thee ; ſo, ſo, put up, put up. 

Bluff. By Heav'n tis not to be put up. 

Sir 70. What, Bully? 

Bluff. The Affront. 

Sir Fo. No agad no more 'tis, for that's put up al- 
ready, thy Sword I mean. | | 

Bluff. Well, Sir 7o/eph, at your Intreaty— But were 
not you, my Friend, abus d, and cufft, and kickt? 

. [ Putting up his Savord. 

Sir 70. Ay, ay, ſo were you too; no Matter, tis paſt. 

Bluff. By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, tis 
falſe he ſucks not vital Air who dares affirm it to 
this Face. [Looks Big. 

Sir Fs. To that Face I grant you, Captain No, 


no, I grant you — Not to that Face, by the Lord 
Harry. If you had put on your fighting Face be- 
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fore, you had. done his Buſineſs he durſt as ſoon 
have kiſt you, as kickt you to your Face—— But a Man 
can no more help what's done behind his Back, than 
what's ſaid— Come we'll think no more of what's paſt. 

Bluff. I'll call a Council of War within ta conſider of 
my Revenge to come. 


Heartwell, Silvia, Silvia's Apartment. 


8 ON G. 
S"Amoret and Thyrſis Jay 
Melting the Hours in gentle Play; 

Joining Faces, mingling Nes, 

And exchanging harmleſs Blifſes: 
He trembling cry d, with eager haſte, g 

O let me feed as well as taſte, ED <P 
IA. if Tan nat e BL x 


After the Song, a Dance of Antick#. 


Silw. Indeed it is very fine I could loek upon 


'em all Day. 


Heart. Well has this prevail'd for me, and will you fp 


look upon me? Ts 8 1 
Silky. If you could ſing and dance ſo, I ſhould love to 
look upon- you too. voy 
Heart. Why 'twas I ſung and danc'd;; I gave Muſic 
to the Voice, and Life to their Meaſures—Look you 
here, Silvia | Pulling out a Purſe and chinking it.] here 
are Songs and Dances, Poetry and Muſick— hark 
how fweetly one Guinea rhymes to another — and how 
they dance to- the Muſie of their own. Chink. This 
bups all the t' other — and this thou ſhalt have; this, and 
all that I am worth for the Purchaſe of thy Love Say, 
is it mine-then, ha? Speak Syren—— Oons why do | 
look on her} Yet I muſt—— Speak, dear Angel, Devil, 
Saint, Witch; do. not rack me with Suſpenſe. 
Silv. Nay don't ſtare at me ſo——You make me 
bluſh——1I cannot look, ;. 3 
Heart. Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am! 


eme to? A Woman's Toy; at theſe Years ! Death, 2 
tg BOT | bearded 


bleſo1 
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bearded Baby for a Girl to dandle. O Dotage, Dotage! 
That ever that noble Paſſion, Laſt, ſnould ebb to this 
Degree No reflux of vigorous Blood: But milky 
Love ſupplies the empty Channels ; and prompts me 
to the Softneſs of a Child a meer Infant and would 
ſuck. Can you love me, Silvia? ſpeak. - | 

Silu. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and indeed 
I'm afraid to believe you yet. | 

Heart. Death, how her Innecence torments and 
pleaſes me! Lying, Child, is indeed the Art of Love; 
and Men are generally Maſters in it: But I'm ſo newly 
entred, you cannot diſtruſt me of any Skill in the 
treacherous Myſtery - Now by my Soul I cannot lye, 
though it were to ſerve a Friend or gain a Miſtreſs. 
Sv. Muſt you lye then, if you {ay you love me? 

Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous 
F Changeling — I tell thee I do love thee, and tell it for a 


mn 5855 


Truth, a naked Truth, which I'm aſhamed to diſcover, ' 
Sify. But Love, they ſay, is a tender Thing, that 
will ſmooth Frowns, and make calm an angry Face; 
will ſoften a ragged Temper, and make ill-humoured 
on People good: You look ready to fright one, and talk 
as if your Paſſion were not Love, but Anger. | 
ou Heart. Tis both; for 1 am angry with myſelf when 
I am pleaſed with you And a Pox upon me for lov- 
to] ing thee fo well —yet I muſt on — Tis a bearded 
Arrow, and will more eafily be thruſt forward than 
ſic draw back. | 5 | 
vou Silv. Indeed If I were well aſſur' d you loy'd; but 
ere! how can I be well afſur'd? | 5 
rk ! Heart. Take the Symptoms and aſk all the Ty- 
owl rants of thy Sex, if their Fools are not known by this 
nis Party-coloured Livery — I am Mrlancholic, when 
and thou art abſent.; took like an. Afs, when thau art pre- 
ay, ſent; wake for thee, when I fhould ſleep; and eren 
lo dream of thee, when I am awake; ſigh much, drink 
evil little, eat leſs, court Solitude, am grown very enter- 
| taining to myſelf, and (as I am informed) very trou- 
me] bleſome to every Bady elſe. If this be not Love, it is 
Madneſs, and then it is pardonable———— Nay yet a 
more certain Sign than all this; I give thee my Money. 
Siko, Ay, but that is no Sign; for they ſay, Gentle- 
| men 
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men will give Money to any naughty Woman to come 
to Bed to them O Gemini, I hope you don't mean 
ſo for I won't be a Whore. 
Heart. The more is the Pity. Aſide, 
Silw. Nay, if you would marry me, you ſhould not 
come to Bed to me— you have ſuch a Beard and would 
ſo prickle one. But do you intend to marry me? 
Heart. That a Fool ſhould aſk ſuch a malicious Queſ- 


tion! Death, I ſhall be drawn in, before I know where 


I am However, I find I am pretty ſure of her 
Conſent, if I am put to it. [ 4fde.] Marry you? no, 
no, Pll love you. = 8 LH 
Silu. Nay, but if you love me, you. muſt marry me; 
what, don't I know my Father lov'd my Mother, and 
was marry'dto her? | 
Heart. Ay, ay, in old Days People married where 


they lov'd ; but that Faſhion is chang'd, Child. 


Silv. Never tell me that, I know tis not chang'd: by 
myſelf; for I love you, and would marry you. | 
Heart. I'll have my Beard ſhav'd, it ſhan't hurt thee, 


and we'll go to Bed 175 
Silv. No, no, I'm not ſuch a Fool neither but I can 


keep myſelf honeſt; Here, I won't keep any thing 


that's yours, I hate you now, [Throws the Pur ſe.] and 


III never ſee you again, cauſe you'd have me naught. 


[ Going. 
Heart. Damn her let her go, and a good riddance 
Let ſo much Tenderneſs and Beauty and Honeſty 


together is a Jewel Stay, Silvia But then to mar- 
ry, Why every Man plays the Fool once in his Life: 
But to marry is playing the Fool all ones Life long. 

Sil What did you call me for? 

Heart. I'll give thee all L have : And thou ſhalt live 
with me in every Thing ſo like my Wife, the World 
ſhall believe it : Nay, thou ſhalt think ſo thyſelf —— 
Only let me not think ſo. | | 

Sikv. No, I'll die before I'll be your Whore 
as well as I love you. 

Heart. [ Afide.) A Woman, and ignorant, may be 
honeſt, when 'tis out of Obſtinacy and Contradiction — 
But $'death it is but a may be, and upon Gorey rc 

| 550 Well, 
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Well, farewell then——— if I can get out of Sight I 


may get the better of myſelf. DR 
Silky, Well——good bye. [Turns and weeps. 
Heart. Ha! Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting [ Kies her. 
By Heav'n her Kiſs is ſweeter than Liberty —1 will 
marry thee——'There thou haſt don't. All my Re- 
ſolves melted in that Kiſs——one more, 
Sil. But when? | | 


Heart. I'm impatient 'till it be done; I will not give 


myſelf Liberty to think, leſt I ſhould cool——1I will 


about a Licence ſtraight in the Evening expect 
me One Kiſs more to confirm me mad; ſo, 
Silky, Ha, ha, ha, an old Fox trap 


N 
[To her) Lucy. 
LESS me! you frighted me, I thought he had 
been come again, and had heard me. £ 

Lucy, Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as much 
haſte, as if he had been going for a Midwife. 

Silu. He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the Forerunner 
of a Midwife, ſome nine Months hence Well, I 
find diſſembling to our Sex is as natural as ſwimming to 
a Negro; We may depend upon our Skill to ſave us at a 
Plunge, tho” till then we never make the Experiment— 
But how haſt thou ſucceeded ? 

Lucy. As you would wiſh — Since there 1s no re- 
claithing Vainlove. I have found out a Pique ſhe has 
taken at him; and have fram'd a Letter that makes her 
ſue for Reconciliation firſt. J know that will do 
walk in and I'll ſhew it you. Come, Madam, you're 
like to have a happy time on't, both your Love and 
Anger ſatisfied ! -— All that can charm our Sex conſpire 
to pleaſe you, g 


That Woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night, 
Whom Love and Vengeance both, at once delight. 


ACT 


* , 9 * RFI 1 > 
e oo GPU aaa ro 


« 
"4 
y 
70 = 
7 
T 
1 
9 
„ 
N 
f 
TI 
. 
* 
1 
4 
74 
* 
by 
4 
© * 
£ 
* 
Iy 
1 
*. 
x 
* 
” 
s 
4 
85 
9 
* 
I 
1 
0 
bo 
2 
1 
ir 
? 
. 
4 
* 
z 
* 
1 
2 
N 
5 
£ 
4 
7 
9 
7 
= 
{ 
* 
as 
cf 
: 
£ 
: 
"4 
* 
4 
* 
I « 
J — 
Fy 
# 
* 
; 
* 
- 
\ 
PF 
4 
* 
| 
* 
5 
1 
1 
7 
* 
+ 8 
ö : 
4 
is 
J 
1H 
by 11 
1. 
117 
| 
„ 
19 
' 


— ͤ — OE 0 203 — ˙⅛˙˙mä— — 
— 5 ——— ñ —— — I —ů ů LOSES 
—— —B/ — 


44 The OuD BATCHELOR. 


qr Y * DAE / N L \ | | » \ .N * .. k \ 2 
(„ . 3 ie / ( Ye N g 
"ME 42 Ta a JA\CCOD CP TI St i it 


SCENE, Thr Sire; 
Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter. 
Bell. 's pretty near the Hour. 25 
| Ts ns [ Looking on his Watch.) 
Well and how Setter hz; does my Hypocriſy fit me; 
hex? Does it fit eaſy on me? 
Setter. O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. . 
Bell. I wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould glory 
in an Opinion of Atheiſm; when they may be ſo much 
more conveniently lewd under the Coverlet of Religion. 
Better. S'bud Sir, away quickly, there's Fondlewiſt 
Juſt turn'd the Corner, and's coming this way. 
Bell. Gads ſo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. 
r 
na Fondlewife, Barnaby. 
Ford, I ſay, I will tarry at Home. 
Bar. But, Sir. | 25 : 
Friend. Good lack! I profeſs the Spirit of Contradic- 
_ bath poſſeſt the 1 2 I ſay I will tarry at home 
arlet. 8 
Bar. I have done, Sir, then farewell 500 Pound. 
Fond. Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay, did you leay 
Word ſay you with his Wife? With Comfort herſelf. 
Bar. I did; and Comfort will ſend 7. Tribulation hither 
as ſoon as ever he.comes.home— I could have brought 
young Mr. Prig, to have kept my Miſtreſs Company u 
the mean time: But you ſay WL is 
Fond. How, how, ſay Yarlet! I ſay let him no 
come near my Doors, I ſay he is a wanton young Lt 
vite, and pampereth himſelf up with Dainties, that he 
may look lovely in the Eyes of Women —— Sincerel 
1 am afraid he hath already defiled the Tabernacle 0 
ne Siſter Comfort ; while her good Huſband is delude 
Y 


* 


* 


his Godly Appearance——l ſay, that eyen Lu 
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doth ſparkle in his Eyes, and glow upon his Cheeks, 
high-fed Chaplain. 


Bar. Sir, the Hour draws nigh and nothing 
will be done there 'till you come. 


that I'll tarry, d'ee ſee. 2 


Bar. And run the Hazard to loſe your Affair, Sir! 
Fond. Good lack, good lack ! profeſs it is a very 


ſufficient Vexation, for a Man to have a handſom Wife. 
0 Bar. Never, Sir, but when the Man is an inſufficient 
Huſband. Tis then indeed, like the Vanity of taking 
a fine Houſe, and yet be forced to let Lodgings, to help 
pay the Rent. 
Fond. I profeſs a very apt Compariſon, Yarkt. Go 
and bid my Cocky come out to me, 1 will give her 
ſome Inſtructions, I will reaſon with her before I go. 


E. N R. ML 

' Fondlewife - alone. 
ND in the mean time, I will reaſon with my- 
ſelf ——Tell me, 1aac, Why art thee jealous ? 


Why art thee diſtruſtful of the Wife of thy Boſom ?— 
Becauſe ſhe is young and vigorous, and | am old and 


. EE Becauſe ſhe was beautiful and tempting, and becauſe I 
Vas obſtinate and doating ; ſo that my Inclination was 
(and is ſtill) greater than my Power And will not 
that which .tempted thee, alſo tempt others, who will 
tempt her, 1/aac ?——1 fear it much —— But does not 
thy Wife love thee, nay dote upon thee? — Ves 
Why then! Ay, but to ſay Truth, ſhe's fonder of me, 
than ſhe has reaſon to be ; and in the way of Trade, we 
ſtill ſuſpe& the ſmootheſt Dealers of the deepeſt De- 
ſigns And that ſhe has ſome Deſigns deeper than 


But Mum, B 8 2555 
e e IV. 


Fondle wife, Eætitia. 


me are you Nykin ? ; 
oe OI YOu, n. Ford. 


and that I would as ſoon truſt my Wife with a Lord's 


Fond. And nothing can be done here till I go—So 


impotent Then why didſt thee marry, [/aac ? ——— 


2 — — 
eee 


chou canſt reach, th' haſt experimented, Iſaae 


e.. Hope my deareſt Jewel is not geing to leave 


- — — —— — — — 
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Fond. Wife Have you throughly conſider'd hew 

deteſtable, how heinous, and how crying à Sin, the 

Sin of Adultery is? have you weigh'd it f ſay? For it 
is a very weighty Sin; and although it may lie heavy 
upon thee, yet thy Huſband muſt alſo bear his Part: 

For thy Iniquity will fall upon his Head. 

Let. Bleſs me, what means my Dear ! | 

Fond. Afide.] I profels ſhe has an alluring Eye; Iam 
doubtful, whether I ſhall truſt her, even with Tr:bula- 
tion himſelf Speak, I ſay, have you conſidered what 
it is to cuckold your Haſband ? | 

Let. Aſide.] I'm amazed: Sure he has diſcovered 

 nothing—— Who has wrong'd me to my Deareſt ? I 
hope my Jewel does not think, that ever I had any 
ſuch thing in my Head, or ever will have. 

Fond. No, no, I tell you I ſhall have it in my Head— 
Lat. Afide.) I know not what to think. But I'm re- 
ſolv'd to find the meaning of it— Unkind Dear ! Was 
it for this you ſent to call me? is it not Affliction enough 
that you are to leave me, but you muſt ſtudy to 1n- 
creaſe it by unjuſt Suſpicions ? [Crying.] Well—Well— 
you know my Fondneſs, and you love to Tyrannize— 

Go on; cruel Man, do, Triumph over my poor Heart, 
while it holds; which cannot be long, with this Uſage 
of yours——But that's what you want——Well you 

will have your Ends foon—— You will — You will 
yes it will break to oblige you. „ 

Fond. Verily I fear I have carried the Jeſt too far 

Nay, look you now if ſhe does not weep——'tis the 

fondeſt Fool Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, 

don't cry, I was but in jeſt, I was not ifeck. 
Let. Afide.) O then all's ſafe. Imas terribly fright- 
ed — My Affliction is always your Jeſt, barbarous 

Man! Oh that I ſhould love to this degree] yet 

Fond. Nay, Cocky. | 

Let. No, no, you are weary of me, that's it—that's 
all, you would get another Wife—another fond Fool, 
to break her Heart—well, be as cruel as you can to me, 

I'll pray for you; and when I am dead with Grief, may 

you have one that will love you as well as I have done: 

{ ſhall be contented to lie at Peace in my cold Grave 
fince it will pleaſe you. | Ow [Sight 


' 
/ - 


* 
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Fond. Good lack, 1 lack, ſne would melt a Heart 


of Oak——1 profeſs I can hold no longer Nay dear 
Cocky——lfeck you'll break my Heart——lIfeck you 


will——See you have made me weep —— made poor 


Nykin weep Nay come kiſs, buſs poor Nykin— 
and I won't leave thee I'll loſe all firſt. 
Let. Afide.) How! Heaven forbid ! that will be car- 
rying the Jeſt too far indeed. 
Fond. Won't you kiſs Nykin Þ 
Let. Go naughty Nykin, you don't love n me. 
Fond. Kiſs, kits, ifeck I do. RD 
Let. No, you don't. [She Lies him. 
Fond. What, not -_= Cocky ? 


Srphs. 
Fond. 1 profeſs, I do love thee better that . 
Pound and ſo thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay 
with thee. 

Let. No you ſhan't negle& your Buſineſs for me 
No indeed you ſant, Nin If you don't go, III 
think you been dealous of me ſtill. | 

Ford. He, he, he, wilt thou poor Fool ? Then I will 
go, I won't be dealous Poor Cocky, kiſs Nykin, 
kiſs Nykin, ee, ee, ee: Here will be the good Man 


anon, to talk to Cock y and teach her how a Wie ; 


ought to behave herſel 
Let, N ar e.] I hope to have one that will ſhew me 
how a Huſband ought to behave himſelf- 
be glad to learn, to pleaſe my Jewel. LX,. 
Fond. That's my good Dear Come kiſs Main 


once more, and then get you in 80 — Get 


you in, get you in. By, by. 
Læt. By Nykin. * 
Fond. By Cocky. 
Let. By Nykin. 
N By Cocky, by . by - 


SCENE v. 
Vainlove, Sharper, 


Sh OW! Araminta loſt! 
7 H Vain. To anden what 1 3 ſaid, read 
mis — 2 [Gives a Letter. 


Sharp. 


I ſhall 


. 


2 — 


rr 
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Sharp. Reads] Hum, hum And what then appear d a 
Fault, upon Reflection, ſeems only an effect of a too power fu] 
Paſſion. I'm afraid I give too great a Proof of my own at 
this vime — I am in Diſorder for «chat I have written, 
But fomething, I know what, forced me. I anly beg a fa. 
vourable Cenſure of this and your Araminta. 

Sharp Loſt! Pray Heav'n thou haſt not loſt thy Wits, 
Here, here, ſhe's thy own, Man, ſign'd and ſeal'd too-- 
To her Man— a delicious Melon, pure and conſenting 
ripe, and only waits thy cutting up She has been 
breeding Love to thee all this while, and juſt now ſhe's 
deliver'd of it. Mn | 
Vain. Tis an untimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarried 
of her Love. 5 5 

Sharp. Never leave this damn'd, ill-natur'd whimſy, 
Frank ? Thou haſt a ſickly peeviſh Appetite; only chew 
Love and cannot digeſt it. 

Vain. Yes, when I feed myſelf — But I hate to be 
eramm'd——— By Heav'n, there's not a Woman, will 
give a Man the Pleaſure of a'Chace : My Sport is al- 
ways balkt, or cut ſhort — 1 ſtumble over the Game 
would purſue— Tis dull and unnatural to have a 
Hare run full in the Hounds Mouth; and would diſtaſte 
the keeneſt Hunter J would have overtaken, 
not have met my Game. I BS 

Sharp. However I hope you don't mean to forſake it ; 
that will be but a kind of a Mungrel Cur's Trick. Well, 
are you for the Mall ? bats do. 

Pain. No, ſhe will be there this Evening —— Yes, I 
will go too — and ſhe ſhall ſee her Error in 
Sharp. In her choice I gad But thou can'ſt not 

be fo great a Brute as to ſight her? 

Vain. I ſhould diſappoint her if I did not. Hy 
her Management 1 ſhould think ſhe expects it, 


7 All naturally fy what does purſue : | 
Tis fit Men ſhould be coy, when Women woe, 


o 


SCENE 


defend me! Who's this ? 
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8 E N E T3 
BN  # Room in Fondlewife's Houſe. ED 
A Servant introducing Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, with 
a Patch upon one Eye, and a Book in his Hand. 


Serv, ERE's a Chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe 


| yourſelf. My Miſtreſs is coming, Sir. 
Bell. Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have out- fac'd Suſpi- 


cion, and even dar'd Diſcovery—This Cloke my Sanc- 


tity, and truſty Scarron's Novels my Prayer-Book—— 
Methinks I am the very Picture of Mentufar in the Hy- 


pocrites=—— Oh ſhe comes. 


SCE NE VI. 
Bellmour, Lætitia. 
O breaks Aurora through the Veil of Night, 
I Thus fly the Clouds, divided by her Light, 


And ery Eye receives a new-born Sight. 5 | 
RE [Throwing off his Cloſte, Patch, &c. 


| Let. Thus firew'd with Bluſbes, like—— Ah! Heav'n 
[Diſcovering him, ſtarts. 
Bell. Your Lover. RY ee 


Lat. Vainlove's Friend ! I know his Face, and he has 
| betray'd me to him. 8 


. | [4fides 
Bell. You' are ſurprized. Did you not expect a Lo- 


ver, Madam ? Thoſe Eyes ſhone kindly on my firſt 
Appearance, tho' now they are o'er-caſt. 


Let. T may well be ſurpriz d at your Perſon and Im- 
pudence; they are both new to me You are not what 
your firſt Appearance promiſed : The Piety of your Ha- 


bit was welcome, but not the Hypocriſy. 
Bell. Rather the Hypocriſy was welcome, but not the 


Hypocrite. . | 
Let. Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken the 


_ Houſe ſure. 


Bell. I have Directions in my Pocket, which agree with 
every thing but your Unkindneſs, [ Pulli out the Letter. 
Lat. My Letter! Baſe Vainlove! Then tis too late 
to diſſemble. A de.] Tis plain then you have miſtaken 
the perſon. W 11, +.” eing. 
| E biel 4, . 


— 


ä — me rmon—gys 
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Bell. If we part ſo I'm miſtaken - Hold, hold, b 
Madam II confeſs I have run into an Error 


. T beg your Pardon a thouſand times What an eternal b 

14 Blockhead am I! Can you forgive me the Diſorder [ | 
. have put you into But it is a Miſtake which any 

Ie Body might have made. 1 = 
14 Let. What can this mean ? Tis impoſſible he ſhould P 
1208 be miſtaken after all thix=—A handſom Fellow if he Þ 
. Had not ſurpris'd me: Methinks, now I look on him 
„ again, I would not have him miſtaken. ¶ Aſde.] We are 
— all liable to Miſtakes, Sir, if you own it to be ſo, there 
1 needs no farther Apology. 5 zn 
1 Bell. Nay, Faith, Madam, tis a pleaſant one; and 

ö bl worth your hearing. Expecting a Friend, laſt Night, at th 
41 Fo his Lodgings, till "twas late; my Intimacy with him 15 


gave me the freedom of his Bed: He not coming home - 

all Night, a Letter was deliver'd to me by a Servant, | 

in the — Upon the Peruſal I found the Contents 

ſo charming, that I could think of nothing all Day, but 

patting 'em in practice till juſt now, (the firſt time 8 
ever look'd upon the Superſcription) I am the moſt g 

ſurpriz'd in the World to find it directed to Mr. Vainlove. ſo 

Gad, Madam, I afk you a Million of Pardons, and will 

make you any Satisfaction. 

Tut. I am diſcover'd — and either Yainlowe is not Ce 
| guilty, or he has handſomely excus'd him. [ Afrae. 8 
Bell. You appear concern'd, Madam. # 

Let. I hope you are a Gentleman; — and ſince you 
dre privy to a weak Woman's F * won't turn it to "Wi 
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the Prejudice of her Reputation. You look as if you Fs 
had more Honour | x "- 
Bell. And more Love; or my Face is a falſe Witneſs, on 
and deſerves to be pillory'd—-No, by Heaven, I ſwear— 5 
Let. Nay, don't ſwear if you'd have me believe you; D. 

but promiſe | 5 * 
Bell. Well, 1 promiſe A Promiſe is ſo cold Pi 

ire me leave to ſwear by thoſe Eyes, thoſe kill- 7 

ing Eyes; by thoſe healing Lips=——— Oh! preſs the * 
ſoft Charm cloſe to mine, and ſeal em up for ever. 

Let. Upon that Condition. [ He kifſes her. | 
Bell. Eternity was in that Moment One more, Dt 
wPan any Condition. 17 2 1 

j Lets 


6 ' 
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Let. Nay, now——l never ſaw any thing ſo agreea- 
bly impudent. [ Aſde.] Wont yon cenſure me for this, 
now * ————but tis to buy your Silence [X.] Oh, 
but what am I doing | 
Bell. No Tongue can expreſs it not thy own; 
nor any thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with the Ex. 
ceſs of Bliſs : Oh, for Love-ſake, lead me any 
whither, where I may lie down; quickly, for 
I'm afraid I ſhall have a Fit. 
Let. Bleſs me! What Fit? 8 
Bell. Oh a Convulſion Il feel the Symptoms, 
TLæt. Does it hold you long? I'm afraid to carry you 
into my Chamber. LEES 
Bell. Oh, no: let me lie down upon the Bed. 


the Fit will be ſoon over. 


8 CEN E . 
S C E N E St. James's Park. 
| Araminta and Belinda meeting. 

Belin. 1 ARD, my Dear: I am glad I have met you 

7 I have been at the Exchange ſince, and am 
ſo tir'd - 859 

Aram. Why, what's the Matter ? | 

Belkin. Oh the moſt inhuman barbarous Hackney- 
Coach! I am jolted to a Jelly——Am I not horndly 
touz'd? | 17 [Pulls out a Pocket-Glaſs, 

Aram. Your Head's a little out of order. 

Belin. A little! O frightful ! What a furious Phyz I 
have! O moſt rueful! Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, I hope no 
body will come this way, till I have put myſelf in re- 
pair — Ahl my Dear I have ſeen ſuch unhewn 
Creatures ſince Ha, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul 
help thinking that I look juſt like one of em Gold 
Dear, pin this, and I'll tell you———Very well — So, 
thank you, my Dear —— But as I was telling you 
Piſh, this is the untoward'ſt Lock — 80, as I was 
telling you How dy'e like me now? Hideous, 
ha? Frightful till? Or how? . 

Aram. No, no; you're very well as can be. 

Belin: And fo But where did I leave off, my 
Dear ? I was telling you | | 

. N 8 Aram. 
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Aram. You were about to tell me ſomething, Child 
but you leſt off before you began. 


Belin. Oh; a moſt comical Sight: A Country Squire, 
with the Equipage of a Wife and two Daughters, came 


to Mrs. Snipwel's Shop while I. was there 
Gad ! Two ſuch unlick d Cubs! 


Aram. 1 warrant, plump, Cherry- check 'd Country 
Girls 

Belin. Ay, 0 my Conſcience, fat as Barn Door 
Fowl : But ſo bedeck'd, you would have taken 'em for 


But, oh 


Friexland Hens, with their Feathers growing the wrong 


way O, ſuch Out-landiſh Creatures ! Such Tramon- 
tang, and Foreigners to the Faſhion, or any thing in 


Practice ! I had no Patience to behold —— I undertook 
the modelling of one of their Fronts, the more modern 


Structure 

Aram. Bleſs me, Couſin; why would you affront any 
Body ſo? They might be Gentlewomen of a very good 
Family 
 Belin. Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by their 
Dreſs —— Aﬀeront ! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken ! The 
poor Creature, I warrant was as full of Courteſies, as if 


1 had been her Godmother: The Truth on't is, I did 


endeavour to make her look like a Chriſtian — and ſhe 
was ſenſible of it; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me two 
Apples, piping hot, out of her Under Petticoat Pocket--- 
Ha, ha, ha, And t'other did ſo ſtare and gape——— I 
fancied her like the Front of Her Father's Hall ; her 


eyes were the two Jut-Windows, and her Mouth the 


great Door, moſt hoſpitably kept open for the Enter- 
tainment of travelling Flies. 

Aram. So then; you have been diverted. What did 
they buy? 


Belin. Why, the Father bought a Powder-Horn, NY 
an Almanack, and a Comb-Caſe ; The Mother, a great 


Fruz-T'ower, and a fat Amber Necklace ; the Daugh- 
wy only tore two Pair of Kid-Leather Gloves, with 


ing em on——- Oh Gad, here comes the Fool that 
din d at my Lady Freelove's t'other Day. 


SCENE 
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$:C 80+ BE IX; 


[To them] Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 
Aram. /F AY be he may not know us again. 


his Ignorance. [ They put on their Maſks. 
Sir 70. Nay, Gad, I'II pick up; I'm reſolv'd to make 
a Night on't 
and by, and get 50 pieces more from him. Adſlidi- 
kins, Bully, we'll wallow in Wine and Women. Why, 
this ſame Madera-Wine has made me as light as a Graf- 
hopper —— Hiſt, hiſt. Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tear- 
ers? [Sings.] Look you what here is Look you what 
ere is — 7% Hol dera — {ol — 
1011... — A Gad, t' other Glaſs of Madera, and I durſt 
have attack d em in my own proper Perſon, without 
„„ 
Bluff. Come on then, Knight 

what to ſay to 'em ? | 

Sir Fo. Say: Pooh, Pox, I've enough to ſay — never 
fear it that is, if I can but think on't: Truth is, 
I have but a treacherous Memory. 
Belin. O frightful ! Couſin, What ſhall we do? Theſe 
Things come towards us. Ms OE oe 
Aram. No Matter I ſee Painlove coming this 
Way — and, to confeſs my Failing, I am willing te 
give him an Opportunity of making his peace with me 


and to rid me of theſe Coxcombs, when I ſeem oppreit 


with 'em, will be a fair one, 

Bluff. Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met, 

Aram. We are afraid not. | 

Bluff. What ſays my pretty little Knapſack Carrier ? 
+: [ To Belinda. 


Bein O monſtrous filthy Fellow! Good ſlovenly 


Captain Huffe, Blue (what is your hideous Name ?) be 
85 : You ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt Soldier- 
ike. Foh. e | [Spits. 
Sir Jo. Now am I ſlap daſh down in the Montk, and 
have not one Word to ſay ! [ 4/idz. 
Aram. I hope my Fool has not Canfidence enough to 
be troubleſome, _ Ala. 
| | = + ded 


Belin. We'll put on our Maſks to ſecure 


Pl go to Alderman Fondlewife by 


But d'ye know | 
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Sir Fo, Hem ! Pray, Madam, which Way's the Wind? 
Aram. A pithy Queſtion Have you ſent your 
Wits for a Venture, Sir, that you enquire ? 
Sir 70. Nay, now I'm in 1 prattle like a 


Magpye. 5 5 
[To them] Sharper and Vainlove at ſome Diftance. 
Belin. Dear Araminta, I'm tir'd. 1 

Lam. "Tis but pulling off our Maſks, and obliging 

Vainlowe to know us. I'll be rid of my Fool by fair 

Means-—- Well, Sir Jeſeph, you ſhall ſee my Face 

But, be gone immediately—— I ſee one that will be jea- 


lous, to find me in Diſcourſe with you Be diſcreet 


No Reply ; but away.  [Unmasks, 

Sir Fo. The great Fortune, that dined at my Lady 
Freel.wve's! Sir Foſeph, thou art a made Man. Agad, 
I'm in Love up to the Ears. But I'll be diſcreet, and 


 huſhe. | | | [ 4fide, 
Bluff. Nay, by the World, I'll ſee your Face. 
Belin, You ſhall. 3 [Unmazks; 
Sharp. Ladies your humble Servant We were 


afraid, you would not have given us Leave to know you, 


Aram. We thought to have been private——But we 


find Fools have the ſame advantage over a Face in a 
Maſk, that a Coward has, while the ſword is in the 
Scabbard—So were forced to draw in our own Defence. 


Bluff. My Blood riſes at that Fellow: I can't tay | 


where he is ; and I muſt not draw in the Park. 
| [To Sir Joſeph, 
Sir Jo. I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my Lodg- 
ing 
SEN R XU 
Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, Sharper. 


d harp. Here is in true Beauty, as in Courage, ſome- 


what, which narrow Souls cannot dare to 

admire— And ſee, the owls are fled, as at the Break 
of Day. 

Belin. Very courtly—— I believe Mr. Yainlove has 


not rubb'd his Eyes, fince Break of Day neither, he 


looks as if he durſt not approach—Nay, come Couſin, 
de Friends with him I ſwear he looks ſo very * 
wy ny 


——_——__—_— — 


CA. 
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ply, ha, ha, ha. Well, a Lover in the ſtate of Sepa- 
ration from his Miſtreſs, is like a Body without a Soul. 
Mr. Vainlowve, ſhall I be bound for your good Behaviour 
for the future? 

Vain Now muſt I pretend Ignorance equal to hers, 
of what ſhe knows as well as I. [4/e.] Men are apt to 
offend ('tis true) where they find moſt Goodneſs to for- 
give But, Madam, I hope I ſhall prove of a Temper, 
not to abuſe Mercy, by committing new Offences. 

Aram. So cold! LAlds. 

Belin. J have broke the Ice for you, Mr. Vainlove 


and fo I leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and 1 will | 
take a Turn, and laugh at the Vulgar Both the great | 


Valgar and the ſmall — Oh Gad! I have a great Paſ- 
ſion for Cœauley ——— Don't you admire him? 
Sharp. Oh Madam! He was our Engliſb Horace. 
Belin. Oh ſo fine ! So extremely fine! So every Thing 
in the World that Ilike — Oh Lord, walk this Way 


I ſee a Couple, Þ'l give you their Hiſtory, 
SCAN IM 


Araminta, Vainlove. 


Vain. Find, Madam, the Formality of the Law muſt _ 


| be obſerv'd, tho' the Penalty of it be diſpens'd: 


with; and an Offender mult plead to his Arraignment, 


though he has his Pardon in his Pocket. 
Aram. I'mamaz'd! This Inſolence exceeds other ;— 
whoever has encourag'd you to this Aſſurance —pre- 
ſuming upon the Eaſineſs of my Temper, has much de- 
ceiv'd you, and ſo you ſhall find. 
Vain, Hey day! Which Way now ! Here's fine dou- 
bling. | IA. 


Aram. Baſe Man ! Was it not enough to affront me 


with your ſaucy Paſſion ? 


Vain. You have given that Paſhon a much kinder Epi- 


then than ſaucy, in another Place. ; 
4ram. Another Place! Some villanous Defign to blaſt 
my Honour But tho' thou hadſt all the Treachery and 


Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt not lay a Blemiſh on my 


Fame No, I have not err'd in one favourable 
Thought af Mankind 5 How Time might have nf 
8 | " | ceiv d 
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eeiv'd me in you, OY not; my Opinion was Bat | 


young, and your early Baſeneſs has prevented its grow- 
ing to a wrong Belief ——— Unworthy and ungrateful! 
Be gone and never ſee me more. 

Vain. Did I dream? Or do I dream? Shall I believe 
my Eyes or Ears? The Viſion is here ſtill-—— Your 
Paſſion, Madam, will admit of no farther reaſoning— 
Bat ery. d a filent Witneſs of your Acquaintance. 

- [Takes out the Letter, and offers it : She ſnatches it, 
; and throws it away. 

Aram. There's Poyſon in every Thing you touch 
Bliſters will follow 

Vain. That Tongue which denies what the Hands 
have done. 


Aram. Still myſtical! fenſeleſt and impudent 


I find I muſt leave the Place. 


Vain. No, Madam, I'm gone- She knows ber 


Name's to it, which ſhe will be ling to expoſe to 


the Cenſute of the firſt Finder. 


Aram. Woman's Obſtinacy made me blind, to what 


Woman' s Curioſit iy. now tempts me to ſee. 
{ Takes up the Letter. 


. E XIII. 
Belinda, Sharper. 
Ay, we have ſpared no Body, I ſwear. Mr. 
Sharper you're a pure Man ; wheredid you 
get this excellent Talent of Railing ? 
Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent was born with me: 

I confeſs, I have taken Care to improve it; to 
qualify me for the Society of Ladies. 

Belin. Nay, ſure Railing 1 is the beſt Qualification in 
a Woman's Man. 


N u N E . 
[To them] Footman. 


Sharp. H ſecond beſt, indeed I think, 
rigs How now, Pace? Where's my 
Couſin ? 


Foot. She's not very well, N and has ſent to 
know 


Baolin. 
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know, if your 3 would have the Coach come 
again for you? 

Belin. O Lord, . PI go along wich her. Cos, 
Mr. Sharper. 


8 E E XV. 
8 C EN E, a Chamber in Fondlewife's Horſe. 


Lætitia and Bellmour, 51 Cloake, Hat, &c. Hing looſe 
about the Chamber. | 
Bell. T YEre's no Body, nor no Noiſe——'twas no- 
II thing but your Fears. 

Let. I durſt have ſworn, I had heard my Monſter O 
Voice I ſwear, I was heartily frightned 
Feel how my Heart beats. 

Bell. 1's an Alarm to Love —— Come in again, and 
let us 
Fond. L Vicbous Cocky, Cocky, where are you, 
Cocky ? I'm come home. 

9 Ah! Ihere he is, Make haſte, gather up Your 
Things! 

Fond. Cocky, Cocky, open the Door. 


Bell. Pox choke him, would his Horns were in his 


Throat. My Patch, my Patch. 
[ Looking about, and gathering up his Things. 
Let. My Jewel, art thou there ? No matter for your 
Patch You s'an't tum in, Miu Run into 
my Chamber, quickly, quickly. You s'an't tum in. 
Fond. Nay, prithee, Dear, ifeck I'm in haſte. 


Let. Then ['1] let you in. [ Opens the Door. 


SQ EF. NE. XVI. 
Lztitia, Fondlowite, Sir Joſeph. 
Fond. Iſs, Dear I met the Maſter of the Ship 


by the Way And I muil have my Pa- 
wy of Accounts out of your Cabinet. 
Let. Oh, I'm undone ! [A Al.. 


Sir J. Pray, firſt Jet me have 50 J. good Alderman, 
for l'm in haſte, 

Fond. A hundred has already been paid by your Order. 
Fifty? I have the dum ready in Gold, in my Cloſer. 
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SS E N-E XVH. 
Lætitia, Sir Joſeph. 


58 


Sir Jo. Gad, it's a curious, fine, pretty Rogue; I'll 


ſpeak to her — Pray, Madam, wha 
News d'ye 14 ä 

Let. Sir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. 

[Walks about in Diſorder. 

Sir Je. I wonder at that, Madam, for tis moſt curi- 
ous fine Weather, EE 

Let. Methinks 't has been very ill Weather, 

Sir Fo. As you ſay, Madam, 'tis pretty bad Weather, 


and has been ſo a great while. 


8 CE N E XvIl. 
[To them] Fondlewife. 


NA are fifty Pieces in this Purſe, Sir 7% 


If you will tarry a Moment, till J fetch my 
Papers, I'll wait upon you down Stairs. 
Let. Ruin'd, 


him dewn, and cries out. | Stand off, rude Ruffian, Help 
me, my Dear O bleſs me ! Why will you leave me 
alone with ſuch a Satyr. | 


Fond. Bleſs us! What's the Matter? What's the Mat- 


ter? | 


Let. Your Back was no ſooner turn'd ; but like 3 


Lion, he came ee upon me, and would have 
raviſhed a Kiſs from me by main Force. 


Sir Jo. O Lord! Oh terrible ! Ha, ha, ha, is your 


Wife mad, Alderman? | 


Let. Oh! I'm fick with the Fright : won't you take 


him out of my Sight? 


Fand. Oh Traitor! I'm aſtoniſhed. Oh bloody-minded 


Traitor 

Sir Jo. Hey-day ! Traitor yourſelf ——— By the 
Lord Harry, I was in moſt Danger of being raviſh'd, if 
you go to that. | | | 
Fond. Oh, how the blaſphemous Wretch ſwears! Out 


ef my Houſe, thou Son of the Whore of Baby; Off- 
| | | ſpring 


— 


| paſt Redemption! What ſhall I do. 
Ha! this Fool may be of uſe. (Aſide.) [A. Fondlewife is 
going into the Chamber, ſhe runs to Sir Joleph, almoſt puſhes 
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ſpring of Be/! and the Dragon Bleſs us ! Raviſh m 
Wife ! my Dinah! Oh Shechemite ! Be gone I ſay. 
Sir Fo, Why, the Devil's in the People, I think. 


SG $0. - 


Lztitia, Fondlewife. 


Let. NH! won't you follow and ſee him out of Doors, 


my Dear? 


Ford. P'li ſhut this Door to ſecure him from coming 


back——Give me the Key of your Cabinet, Cocky— 
Raviſh my Wife before my Face ! I warrant he's a Pa- 
piſt in his Heart, at leaſt, if not a Frenchman. 

Let. What can I do now ! [ 4/de.] Oh! my Dear, I 


have been in ſuch a Fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 


Mr. Spintext has a ſad Fit of the Cholick, and is forced 
to lie down upon our Bed 
can tread ſoftlier. 
Fond. Alack poor Man — no, no— ycu don't know 
the Papers won't diſturb him; Give me the Key. 
[She gives him the Key, goes to the Chamber Door, and 
' ſpeaks aloud. | 


Let. Tis no Body but Mr. Fondlewife ; Mr. Spintext, 


lie till on your Stomach; lying on your Stomach will 


eaſe you of the Cholick. 0, 
Fond. Ay, ay, lie ſtill, lie ill ; don't let me diſturb 


you, 3 2 
8 S BN EB XX. 


Letitia alone. 


Let. Ure, when he does not ſee his Face, he won't 


diſcover him. Dear Fortune, help me but this 


once, and [I'll never run in thy Debt again hut this 


Opportunity is the Devil. 
8 G R N 8 XXI 
Fondlewife returns with Papers. 
Fond. Od lack! good lack! I profeſs, the poor 


Man is in great Torment, he lies as flat— | 
Dear, you ſhould heat a Trencher, or a Napkin 


Where's Deborah ? Let her clap ſome warm Thing 2 


You'll diſturb him; 1 
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his Stomach, or chafe it with a warm Hand, rather 
than fail. What Book's this ? 
{ Sees the Book that Bellmour forgo, 

Let. Mr. $ intext's Prayer- Book, Dear- Pray 
Heav'n it be a Prayer- Book. LAlae. 

Fond. Good Man! I warrant he drop dit on Purpoſe, 
that you might take it up, and read ſome of the pious 
Ejaculations [Taking up the Book] O bleſs me! O mon- 
ſtrous! A Prayer-Book ? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater- 
Nofter. Hold, let me ſee, The Innocent Oy. 

Let. Misfortune ! now all's ruin'd again. [ Fade, 
Bell. | Peeping.] Damn'd Chance! If I had gone a 
whoring with the Practice of Piety in my Pocket, I had 
never been diſcover'd. 

Fond. Adultery and innocent! O Lord! Here $ Doc- 
trine! Ay, here's Diſcipline ! 


Let. Dear Huſband, I'm amaz'd———Sure it is a 


| good Book, and only tends to the Speculation of Sin. 
Fond. Speculation ! No, no; ſomething went farther 
than Speculation when I was not to be let in Where 
is this Apocryphal Elder? I'll ferret him. 

Let. I'm ſo diſtracted, I can't think of a Lye. LA. 


N XXII. 
Lætitia, and Fondlewife haling out Bellmour. 


Fand. OM E out here, thou Auanias incarnate —— 


Whe, how now | who have we here ? 

Let. Ha! DF [ Shrieks, as ſurpri xd. 

Fond. Oh, thou ſalacious Woman]! Am I then brati- 
fied ? Ay, I feel i it here? I ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, I 

am 1ipehorn-mad. But who in the Devil's Name are 
you? Mercy on me for ſwearing. But ——— 
Let. Oh, Goodneſs keep us | Who's this ? Wang are 
you? What are you | ? | 
| Bell. Soh. 

Let. In the Name of the———O ! Good, my Dear, 
don't come near it, I'm afraid 'tis the Devil; indeed it 
has Hoofs, Dear. 

Fond. Indeed, and J have Horns, Dear. The Devil, 
no, I am afraid, tis the Fleſh, thou Harlot. Dear, with 
the Pox. Come, Siren, ſpeak, confeſs, who is this reve- 
rend, brawny Paſtor ? Lat. 


PRE" 
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Let. Indeed, and indeed now, my dear Nykin——T 
never ſaw this wicked Man before. 

Fond. Oh, it is a Man then, it ſeems _  _ 

L et. Rather, ſure tis a Wolf in the Cloathing of a 
Sheep. | 3 
Fond. Thou art a Devil in his proper Cloathing, Wo- 
man's Fleſh, What, you know nothing of him, but his 
Fleece here——You don't love Mutton ?——you Mag- 


dalen unconverted. 


Bell. Well, now, I know my Cue——That is, very 
honourably to excuſe her, and very impudently accuſe 
Let. Why then, I-wiſh I may never enter into the 


Heav'n of your Embraces again, my Dear, if ever 1 


ſaw his Face before. | 
Fond. O Lord; O ſtrange! I am in Admiration of 
your Impudence. Look at him a little better; he is 
more modeſt, I warrant you, than to deny it. Come, 
were you two never Face to Face before ? Speak, 
Bell. Since all Artifice is vain— And I think myſelf 
oblig'd to ſpeak the Truth in Juſtice to your Wife No. 
Fond. Humph, 8 
' Let. No, indeed, Dear. 8 
Fond. Nay 1 find you are both in a Story; that I 
muſt confeſs. But, what not to be cured of the 
Cholick ? Don't you know your Patient, Mrs. Quack ? 
Oh, lie upon your Stomach ; lying upon your Stomach 
will cure you of the Cholick. Ah! Anſwer me, Fezabe/ ? 
Let. Let the wicked Man anſwer for himſelf; does 


he think that I have nothing to do but excufe him; "tis 


enough, if I can clear my own Innocence to my own 
Dear. | OE | 


Bell. By my troth, and ſo tis =] have been a 


little too backward, that's the Truth on't. 
Fond. Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt place? 
And what are you? | 
Bell. A Whore- maſter. 
Fond. Very conciſe. 
Let. O beaſtly, impudent Creature, - 
Fond. Well Sir, and what came you hither for ? 
Bell. To lie with your wife. ; 
Fond. Good again A very civil Perſon this, and 
1 believe ſpeaks Truth, | Fond. 
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Let. Oh, inſupportable Impudence 

Fond. Well, Sir, Pray be cover'd— and yon 
have —- Heh! You have finiſh'd the Matter, heh ? And 
Jam, as I ſhould be, a Sort of a civil Perquiſite to a 
Whore-maſter, call'd a Czcko/a, heh. Is it not ſo? Come, 
I'm inclining-to believe every Word you ſay, 
Bell. Why, Faith I muſt confeſs, ſo I deſign'd you 
But you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and hin- 


dred the making of your own Fortune = 
Fond. Humph. Nay, if you mince the Matter once, 


and go back of your Word; you are not the Perſon I 
took you for. Come, come, go on boldly —— What, 
don't be aſham'd of your Profeilion——Confeſs, con- 
feſs, I ſhall love thee the better for't——] ſhall, I feck 
—— What, doſt think I don't know how to behave my- 


ſelf in the Employment of a Cuckold, and have been 


three Years Apprentice to Matrimony ! Come, come, 

Plain-dealing is a Jewel, : 
Bell. Well, fince I ſee thou art a good honeſt Fel- 

low, I'll confeſs the whole Matter to.thee. | 


Fond. Oh, Iam a very honeſt Fellow——You never 


lay with an honeſter Man's Wife in your Life, 

Let. How my Heart akes! All my Comfort lies in 
his Impudence, and Heaven be prais'd, he has a con- 
ſiderable Portion. | [Alde. 

Bell. In ſhort then, I was inform'd of the Opportunity 
of you Abſence, by my Spy, (for faith, honeſt aac, I 


have a long Time deſign'd thee this Favour) 1 knew Spiz- 


text was to come by your DireQtion,—— But I laid a 
Trap forhim, and procured his Habit ; in which I paſs'd 
upon your Servants, and was conducted hither, I pre- 


| tended a Fit of the Cholick, to excuſe my lying down 


upon your Bed ; hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her 
Good-nature would bring her to adminiſter Remedies 
for my Diſtemper——You know what might have fol- 


jow'd— But like an uncivil Perſon, you knock'd at 


the Door, before your Wife was come to me. 
Fond. Ha! This is Apocryphal; I may chooſe whe- 
ther I will believe it or no. 
Bell. That you may, faith, and I hope you won't 
believe a Word on't But I can't help telling the 
Trath, for my Life. | TY 
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Fond. How ! would not you have me believe you, 
ſay you ? | | 
Bell. No; for then you muſt of conſequence part 
with your Wife, and there will be ſome hopes of hav- 
ing her upon the Publick ; then the Encouragement of 
a ſeparate Maintenance . 
Fond. No, no; for that matter - when ſhe and I part, 
ſhe'll carry her ſeparate Maintenance about her. 
Let. Ah, cruel Dear, how can you be ſo barbarous ? 
You'll break my Heart, if you talk of parting. [Cries. 
Fond. Ah, diſſemblng Vermin ! | 
Bell. How canſt thou be ſo cruel, Jaac? Thou ha 
the Heart of a Mountain-Tiger. By the Faith of a ſin- 
cere Sinner, ſhe's innocent for me. Go to him, Madam, 
fling your ſnowy Arms about his ſtubborn Neck : bathe 
his relentleſs Face in your ſalt trickling Tear 
[She goes and hangs upon his Neck, and Uo him. 
Bellmour es her Hand behind Fondlewife's Back, 
So, a few ſoft Words, and a Kiſs, and the good Man 
melts, See how kind Nature Works, and boils oyer 
in him. | | EE 
Let. Indeed, my Dear, I was but juſt come down 
Stairs, when you knock'd at the Door; and the Maid 
told me Mr. Spintext was ill of the Cholick, upon our 
Bed. And won't you ſpeak to me, cruel Min? In- 
deed, [I'll die. if you don't. 
Fond. Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, my Heart's ſo 
full I have been a tender Huſband, a tender Yoke. 
Fellow ; you know I have But thou haft been a 
faithleſs Dalilah, and the Philiſfine. Heh ! Art thou 
not vile and unclean, Heh ? Speak. [Veeping, 
Lt. No h. | [ S7ghing, 
Fond. Oh, that I could believe thee ? | 
Let. Oh, my Heart will break. [Seeming to faint. 
Fond. Heh, how ! No, ſtay, ftay, I will believe thee, 
I wil, ——Pray bend her forward, Sir. . 
Let. Oh! Oh! Where is my Dear? 
Fond. Here, here; 1 do believe thee——l 


won't be- 


Fond 
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Fond. Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, "tis — 
well enough. No Thanks to you, Sir, for her Ver- 0 
tue. — But, I'll ſhew you the way out of my Houſe, 
if you pleaſe. Come, my Dear. Nay, I will believe 
thee, I do, I'feck. 

Bell. See the preat Bleſſing of an eaſy Faith ; "_ 
nion cannot err. 
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1 ACT F, 7 & E N E * 5 
l | "SCENE Th fre.” T, 
1 Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter, Heartwel, Lucy. Z 
1 | Bell. ( Etter] Well encounter'd. a. 


Setter. Joy of your Return, Sir. Have yon 


: 
[! 
£ 
? 


made 2 good Voyage; or have you brought your own , 
Lading back? 
Bell. No, I have brought nothing but Ballaſt back 
made a delicious Voyage, Setter: and might have 
rode at Anchor in the Port 'till this time, but the Ene- 
my ſurpriz'd us ——1I would unrig, 3 


Setter. I attend you, Sir. x 
Bell. Ha! Is not that Heartavel! at Siloia's Door ? 75 
Be gone quickly, FIl follow you: I would not be — 
penn Pox take "Ou they ſtand juſt i in my Way, in 
en as 
Bellmour, Heartwell, Lucy. by 
Heart. TM impatient till it be done. 1 
1 Lucy. That may be, without troubling your- 4 
ſelf to go again for your Brother's Chaplain, Don't De 
" ſee that ſtalking Form of Godlineſs > mu 
Heart. O ay, he's a Fanatick. | 4 
Lucy. An executioner qualified to do your Bun: 12 
"ay has been lawfully ordain d. vid 


Heart 
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| _— I'll pay him well, if you'll break the Matter 
to him. © | 
Lucy. I warrant you—Do you go and prepare you 
Bride. | 5 | i 
n 
Bellmour, Lucy. 


Bell. T TU MP R, fits the Wind there What a 


| lucky Rogue am I! Oh, what Sport will be 
here, if I can perſuade this Wench to Secrecy ? 


Lucy. Sir ; Reverend Sir, 
Bell. Madam. 3 [Diſcovers himelf. 


Lacy. Now, Goodnefs have Mercy upon me | Mr. 


Bellmour ! is it you ? 
Bell. Even I, What doſt think ? 


Lucy. Think! That I ſhou'd not believe my Eyes, 


and that you are not what you ſeem to be. 1 
Bell. True. But to convince thee who I am, thou 


know'ſt my old Token, [ Kifſes ber. 


Lucy. Nay, Mr. Bellmour : O Lard ! IT believe you ate 
a Parſon in E earneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. 

Bell. Well, your Buſineſs with me, Lucy? 

Lucy. T had none, but through Miſtake. - 


Bell. Which Miſtake you muſt go through with, Lucy 
come, I know the Intrigue between Heartauell and 


your Miſtreſs; and you miſtook me for Tribulation 
Spintext, to marry em Ha? Are not Matters in 
this Poſture ?—-Confeſs : Come, I'll be faithful; I will 
Tfaith.—— What Diffide in me, Lucy? 


Lucy. Alaſs-a-day ! You and Mr. Yainlove, between 


you, have ruin'd my poor Miſtreſs : You have made a 

Gap in her Reputation ! and can you blame her if ſhe 

make it up with a Huſband ? * 1 Tn 

Bell. Well, is it as I ſay? : 

| Lucy, Well, it is then: But you'll be ſecret? _ 
Bell. Phuh, Secret, ay !--— And to be out of thy 


Debt, I'll truſt thee with another Secret. Your Miſtreſs 


muſt not marry Heartæuell, Lucy. 
Lucy. How! O Lordi! 585 N 
Bell. Nay, don't be in Paſſion, Lucy . I pro- 
vide a fitter Huſband for her Come, here's Earneſt 
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of my good Intentions for thee too; let this molify. 
— Gives her Mom] Look you, Heartwell is my 
Friend; a.1d tho' he be blind, J muſt not ſee him fall 
into the Snare, and wittingly marry a Whore. 
Lucy. Whore ! I'd have you to know my Miſtreſs 
ſcor LC — | 
Bell. Nay, nay : Look you, Lucy; there are 
Whores of as good Quality—— But to the purpoſe, if 
you will give me leave to acquaint you with it——Do 
ou carry on the Miſtake of me: I'll marry em 
ay, don't pauſe ; If you do, I'll ſpoil all. — 


I have ſome private Reaſons for what I do, which I'lt 


tell you within. In the mean time, I promiſe, — 
and rely upon me,. to help your Miſtreſs to a Huf- 
band: Nay, and thee too, Lucy——. Here's my Hand, 
I will; with a freſh Aſſurance. [Gives her more Mony. 
Lacy. Ah, the Devil is not ſo cunning; Vou 
know my eaſy Nature Well, for once I'll venture 
to ſerve you; but if you do deceive me, the Curſe of all 
kind, tender-hearted Women light upon you. | 
Bel]. That's as much gs to ſay, The Pax take me. 
Well, lead On. 5 


. 
Vainlove, Sharper, and Setter. 
Us T now, ſay you, gone in with Lucy ? 
Set. I ſaw him, and ſtood at the Corner 
where you found me, and over-heard all they ſaid; Mr, 


Bellmour ir to marry 'em. - 
Sharp. Ha, Ha; 'twill be a pleaſant Cheat. 


Sharp. 


I'll plague Heartævell when 1 ſee him. Pr'ythee Frank, 


let's teaze him ; make him fret *till he foam at the 


_ Come, thou'rt N N. 
et. [To Sharper.) Sir, a Word with you. | 
l : in pern him, 
Vain. Sharper ſwears ſhe has forſworn the Letter 
I'm ſure he tells me Truth; but I am not ſure ſhe 
told him Truth Yet ſhe was unaffectedly con- 
cern'd, he ſays; and often bluſh'd with Anger and Sur- 
ize ;— And ſo I remember in the Park—— She 
had Reaſon, if I wrong her begin to * 


Mouth, and diſgorge bis Matrimonial Oath with Inte- 


Sb. 
Set 
my x 
SB. 
Set 
fiſh it 
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drain 
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Sharp. Say 'ſt thou ſo! 

Setter. This Afternoon, Sir, about an Hour before 
my Maſter receiv'd the Letter. 

Sharp. In my Conſcience, like enough. 


Setter. Ay, I know her, Sir: at leaſt, I'm ſure I can 
fiſh it out of her: She's the very Sluice to her Lady's 


decrets: *Tis but ſetting her Mill a going, and I can 
drain her of 'em all. 


Sharp. Here, Frank, your Blood-Hound has made 


out the Fault: This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw 
is counterfeit ; only a Trick of Silvia in revenge, con- 
trived by Lucy. | 


Vain, Ha! It has a Colour——But how do you 


know it, Sirrah ? 


Setter, I do ſuſpect as much; becauſe why, Sir, 


she was pumping me about how your Worſhip's 
Affairs ſtood toward Madam Araminta; as when you 


had ſeen her laſt? when you were to ſee her next? and, 


where you were to be found at that time ? and ſuch like. 

Vain, And where did you tell her ? 

Setter, In the Piazza. 

Vain. There I receiv'd the Letter It muſt be ſo 
And why did you not find me out, to tell me this 
before, Sot? | 

Setter. Sir, I was pimping for Mr. Bellmour. 


Sharp. You were well employ'd : —1 think there is 


no Objection to the Excuſe. 

Vain. Pox o'my ſaucy Credulity If I have loft 
her, I deſerve it. But if Confeſſion and Repentance 
J force, I'll win her, or weary her into a Forgive- 
nels. ET us | | 

Sharp. Methinks I long to ſee Bellmour come forth. 


3 C'ENE.V. 
| Sharper, Bellmour, Setter. 


Setter TALK of the Devil — See where he comes: 

Sharp. Hugging himſelf in his proſperous 
Miſchief Vo real Fanatick can look better pleas'd 
after a ſucceſsful Sermon of Sedition. 


Bell, Sharper ! Fortify thy Spleen : Such a Jeſt ! 


Speak when thou art ready. a 
| Shards 
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Sharp. Now, were I ill-aarnr'd, would I utterly diſ- 
appoint thy Mirth { Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeft, 
with as much Gravity as a Biſhop hears Venereal Cauſes 
in the Spiritual Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my 
Face with one Smile, but let thee look ſimply, and 
laugh by thyſelf | 

Bell P'ſhaw, no; I have a better Opinion of thy 
Wit——Gad, I defy thee. 

Sharp. Were it not loſs of Time, you ſhould make 
the Experiment. But honeſt Setter, here over-heard you 
with Lucy, and has told me all. 8 | 
Bell. Nay then, I thank thee for not putting me out 
of Countenance, But, to tell you ſom+thing you don't 
know —- I got an Opportunity (after I had marry'd 'em) 
of diſcovering the Cheat to Silvia. She took it at firſt, 
as another Woman would like the Diſappointment ; but 
my Promiſe to make her amends quickly with another 
Huſband, fomewhat pacify'd her, | 

Sharp. But how the Devil do you think to acquit 
3 of your Promiſe ? Will you marry her your- 
. 1elf ? | . 
Bell. T have no ſuch Intentions at preſent—Pr'ythee, 
wilt thou think a little for me? I am ſure the ingenious 
Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. ; 
Setter. O Lord, Sir! 


Dell. I'Il leave him with you, and go ſhift my Habit. 


e * E N 
| Sharper, Setter, Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 


Sharp. IA Eh ! Sure, Fortune has ſent this Fool hither 


| on Purpoſe. Setter, ſtand cloſe ; ſeem not to 
obſerve *em ; and, hark-ye [ Whiſpers, 
Bluff. Fear him not—— I am prepar'd for him now; 
_ he ſhall find he might have ſafer rouz'd a ſleeping 
ion, : 
Sir 70. Huſh, huſh : Don't you ſee him? 
Bluff. Shew him to me.— Where is he? 
Sir Fo. Nay, don't ſpeak ſo loud! don't jeſt, as 
T did a little while ago Look yonder——A-gad, 
ke ſhould hear the Lion roar, he'd cudgel him 1 
et . 95 


— 
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Aſs, and his primitive Braying. Don't you remember 
the Story in Aſop's Fables, Bully? A- gad, there are 
good Morals to be pick'd out of Z/op's Fables, let me 
tell you that; and Renard the Fox too. 
Bluff. Damn your Morals. 
Sir Fo. Pr'ythee don't ſpeak ſo loud. 
Bluff. Damn your Morals, I muſt revenge th” Affront 
done to my Honour. 
Sir Fo. Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting. 
You may diſpoſe of your own Fleſh as you think fitting, 
dye ſee: But by the Lord Harry, I'll leave you. 
[ Stealing away upon his Jip. toes. 
Bluff. Prodigious * What, will you forſake your 


Friend in Extremity! You can't in Honour refuſe te 
carry him a Challenge, 


[ Almoſt whiſperang, and treading Softly after him. 
Sir Fo. Pr'ythee, what do you ſee in my Pace, that 


looks as if I would carry a Challenge? Honour is your 
Province, Captain; take it all the World know 
me to be a Knight, and a Man of Worſhip. 

Setter. I warrant you, Sir, I'm inſtructed, 


Sharp. Impoſiible ! Araminta take a a liking to a Fool! 5 
[ Aloud. 


Setter. Her Head runs on nothing elſe, nor the can 
talk of nothing elſe. 


Sharp. I know ſhe commended him all the while we 
| were in the Park; but thought it had been only to 


make Yainloye jealous. 
Sir Fo. How's this ! Good Bully, hold your Breath 
and let's hearken. Y gad, this muſt be I. 


Sharp. Death, it Can't be. An Oaf, an Idiot, 2 


Wittal. 


Sir Fo. Ay, now it's out; tis I, my own individual 
Perſon. 


Sharp, A Wretch, that has flown for Shelter to the 5 
loweſt Shrub of Mankind, and ſeeks Protection from a 


blaſted Coward. | 
Sir Fo. That's you, Bull 115 Back. 


uffe frowns upon Sir Joſeph. 


Sharp. She has given raps her Promiſe to mar 
bug before to-morrow Morning, —Has ſhe not ? 


[To Setter, 


Setters 


[In a low Voice. 
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Setter. She has Sir; — And I have it in Charge te 
attend her all this Evening, in order to conduct her to 
the Place appointed. | 4 

Sharp. Well, I'll go and inform your Maſter; and 
do you preſs her to make all the Haſte imaginable, 


. 
Setter, Sir Joſeph, Bluffe. 


Setter. Ere I a Rogue now, what a noble Prize 
| could I diſpoſe of ! A good Pinnace, rich. 
ly laden, and to lanch forth under my auſpicious Con- 
voy. Twelve thouſand Pounds and all her Rigging; 


- befides what lies conceal'd under Hatches—— Ha ! All 
this committed to my Care — Avaunt Temptation -- 


Setter, ſhew thyſelf a Perſon of Worth ; be true to thy 
Truſt, and be reputed honeſt. Reputed honeſt! Hum: 
Is that all? Ay: For to be honeſt is nothing; the Re. 

tation of it is all. Reputation ! what have ſuch poor 

ogues as I todo with Reputation? 'tis above us; and 
for Men of Quality, they are above it; fo that Reputa- 
tion is e'en as fooliſh a Thing as Honeſty. And for 


my Part, if I meet Sir ep with a Purſe of Gold in 


his Hand, T'll diſpoſe of mine to the beſt Advantage. 


Sir Jo. Heh, heh, heh : Here *tis for you, i faith, 
Mr. Setter. Nay, I'll take you at your Word. 


Th [ Chinking a Purſe. 
Setter. Sir Foſeph and the Captain too! undone, un- 


done! I'm undone, my Maſter's undone, my Lady's | 


undone, and all the Buſineſs is undone. 

Sir 7. No, no, never fear, Man, the Lady's Buſi- 
neſs ſhall be done. What=-——Come, Mr. Setter, I have 
over-heard all, and to ſpeak, is but Loſs of Time; 
but if there be occaſion, let theſe worthy Gentlemen 
intercede for me. [ Gives him Gold, 


| Setter, O Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? Corrupt my 


Honeſty.—-— They have indeed very perſuading Faces, 
But 5 85 

Sir Fo. Tis too little, there's more, Man. There 
take all Now — 


Setter, 


(0 
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Setter, Well, Sir Fofph, you have ſuch a winning 
Way with you | | 


Sir Fo. And how, and how, good Serter, did the 


little Rogue look, when ſhe talk'd of Sir Fo/epb? Did 


not her Eyes twinkle, and her Mouth water ? Did not 
ſhe pull up her little Bubbies ? And A- gad, I'm fo 


overjoy'd——— And ſtroke down her Belly? and then 


ſtep aſide to tie her Garter, when ſhe was thinking of 
her Love? Heh, Setter : 

Setter. Oh, yes, Sir, 

Sir Fo. How now, Bully? What, melancholy, be- 


cauſe I'm in the Lady's Favour ?——No Matter, I'll 


make your Peace I know they were a little ſmart 
upon you But I warrant, I'll bring you into the 
Lady's good Graces. - 

Bluff. Paw, I have Petitions to ſhew, from other- 
gueſs Toys than ſhe Look here; theſe were ſent me 
this Morning—There, read, [Shes Letters.] That 
That's a Scrawl of Quality, Here, here's from a 
Counteſs too. Hum No, hold 


Sir Fo. They are either from Perſons of great Qua- 
lity, or no Quality at all, tis ſuch a damn'd ugly 
Hand. 5 | 


[While Sir Joſeph reads, Bluffe whiſpers Setter; 


Setter. Captain, I would do any Thing to ſerve you; 
but this is ſo difficult | 
Bluff. Not at all. Don't I know him ? 
Setter. You'll remember the Conditions: 
Blaff. TIl give't you under my Hand 
the mean Time, here's Earneſt. [Gives him Money.] 
Come, Knight, —I'm capitulating with Mr. Sezter for 


you. | a 
Sir Jo. Ah, honeſt Setter ;——Surah, I'Il give thee 
any thing but a Night's Lodging. = 5 


SCENE 


that's from 
a Knight's Wife, ſhe ſent it me by her Huſband 
But here, both theſe are from Perſons of great Quality, 


In 
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SCENE VIIL 
- Sharper tugging in Heartwell. 

AY, pr'ythee leave Railing, and come 
along with me; May be ſhe mayn't be 
within. Uis but to yor. Corner-Houſe. 

Heart. Whither? Whither ? Which Corner-Houſe? 

Sharp. Why, there: The two white Poſts. 

Heart. And who would you viht there, ſay you? 
{Oons, how my Heart akes.) pe TR 5 
Sharp. P ſhaw, thou' rt ſo troubleſome and inquiſitive - 


Sharp. 


. Why, UII tell you; Tis a young Creature that Vainlove 


debauch'd, and has forſaken. Did you never hear 
Bellmour chide him about Silvia? | | 
Heart. Death, and Hell, and Marriage! My Wife. 
Sharp. Why thou art as muſty as a new-marry'd Man, 
that had found his Wife knowing the firſt Night. 


Heart. Hell, and the Devil! Does he know it? But, 


hold If he ſhould not, I were a Fool to diſcover 
It Il diſſemble and try him. [ Aſide.] Ha, ha ha, 
Why, Tom, is that ſuch an Occaſion of Melancholy? 
Is it ſuch an uncommon Miſchief ? 9 

Sharp. No, faith; I believe not. ——Few Women, 
but have their Year of Probation, before they are 
Cloiſter'd in the narrow Joys of Wedlock. But, pr'ythee 
come along with me, or I'll go and have the Lady to 
myſelf. B'w'y George. „ Going. 

Heart. O Torture ! How he racks and tears me. 

Death ! Shall I own my Shame, or wittingly let him go 
and whore my Wife? No, that's inſupportable — Oh, 
Sbarperl | 

Sharp. How now ? 
Heart. Oh, I am ——marry'd. 
Sharp. (Now hold Spleen.) Marry'd! 

Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably marry'd. 

Sharp. Heav'n forbid, Man] How long? | 

Heart. Oh, an Age, an Age ! I have 3 marry d 
theſe two Hours. ; 


Pp 


Shar js 
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Sharp. My old Bitchelor marry's That were a Jeſt, 


Ha, ha, ha. 

Heart. Death |! Dye mock me? Heark ye, if either 
you eſteem my Friendſhi Ip, or your own Safety 
Come not near that Houſe that ann 
that hot Brüssel. Aſk no Queſtion. 

Sharp. Mad, by this Light, 
Thus Grief fill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure : : 
Marry'd 1 in haſte, we may repent at Leiſure, 


8 C E N E IX. 
Sflharper, Setter. f 
beter 822 OM by Experience find thoſe word miſ- 


. * 4 F 


At Leifure . they repent in haſte. 


As I ſuppoſe my Maſter Heartwell. 


. Sharp. Here again, my Mercury ! 

Setter. Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: I think my At- 
ehievements do deſerve the Epithet Mercury was 
a Pimp too, but though 1 bluſh to own it at this Time, 


J muft confeſs I am ſomewhat fall'n from the. Dignity 
ef my Function, and do condeſcend to be ſcandalouſly 


employ'd in the Promotion of vulgar Matrimony. 
Sharp. As how, dear dexterous Pimp ? 

Setter. Why, to be brief, for I have weighty Affair 
depending Our Stratagem ſucceeded as you in- 
tended Blaffe turns arrant Traitor ; bribes me to 


make a, private Conveyance of = Ah to him, and 


put a Sham-Settlement upon Sir 7 
Sbarp. O Rogue! Well, but J 4 
Setter. No, no; never fear me, Sir—1 T prin 


. inform'd the Knight of the Treachery ; who has agree 


ſeemingly to ber cheated, that the * may be ſo 


in reality, 


| Sharp. Where's the Bride ? 


Fetter. Shifting Clothes for the Purpoſe, at a Friend's 
Houſe of ,mine. Here's Company ing 3 1 197 
nn e ho n 0. 8 | 
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SCENE KX. 
Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta, and Vainlove. 


20 twas Frenzy all: Cannot r 


Men in Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. 


[To Araminta, 


n. Which they Forfeit, when they are re- 


Kor'd to their Senſes, 
Vain. I am not preſu ming beyond a Pardon. 
Aram. You who cou'd reproach me with one Coun- 
terfeit, how inſolent would a real Pardon make you! 
5 there's no need to forgive what is not worth my 
Anger, r | 
clin. O my Conſcience, I cou'd find in my Heart to 
marry thee, _— to be rid of thee——At leaſt, thou 
art fo troubleſome a Lover, there's Hopes thou lt make 


a more than ordinary quiet Huſband. [ ſe Bellmour. 


Bell. Say you ſo l that a Maxim among ye? 
Belin. Ves: You fluttering Men of the Mode have 
made Marriage a mere French Diſh. HERE. 1 
Bell. I hope there's no French Sauce. [Al. 
Bielin. You are fo curious in the Preparation, that is, 
your Courtſhip, one wou'd think you meant a noble 
hair veins. doh But when we come to feed, tis all 


Froth and poor, but in ſhow. Nay, often, only Re- 
mains, which have been I know not how many Times 


warm d for other Company, and at laſt ſerv'd up cold 
to the Wife. | 


Bell. That were a miſcrable Wretch indeed, who 


could not afford one warm Difh for the Wife of his 
 Boſom—— But you ' timorous Virgins form à dreadful 
Fe LIED 
fr, humble, ph Thing, a Lover; ſo: at 
Plagues in Matrimony, A Oppoſition to the Pleafures 
of Courtſhip, Alas! Conrtſhip to Marriage 
tue Muſick in the Play-Houſe, till the Curtain's drawn; 
dat that onee up, then opens the Scene of Pleaſure, 
Zelia. Oh, toh —— no: 'Rather, ' Courtſhip to Mar- 


 riage, as a very witty Prologue to a very dull Play. 
” 0 LE 


„ is but as 


on © Þ 


ea att. 
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. [Tor them], Sharper, 
Sharp. 18 1 If you'll bring the 
Ladies, make haſte to Silvia“ N 
before — has fretted himſelf out of Breath. 
Bell. Yon: have an Opportunity now, Madam, to 
revenge. yourſelf. upon Heartwell, for affronting your 
. [To Belinda, | 
Belize, O the filthy rude Beaſt. 
Aram, Tis a laſting Quarrel: I think he has never 


deren at our Houſe ſince. 


Bell. But give yourſelves the Trouble to walk to that 
Corner-Houie, and I'll tell you by * way! what may 
divert 2 ſurprize you. 


SCE N E XII. 
80 E N E, Silvia's Loagings, 
Heartwell and Boy, 


Heart. One forth, ſay you, with hor Maid ' 


o. There was a Man too that fetch'd 
em out — * [ think they call'd him. 
| Heart. Soh That precious imp too — Damn'd, 
damn'd e Cou'd the not contain herſelf on her 
Wedding Day! Not hold out till Night! O curſed 
State wide we err, when apprehenſive of the 
Load of Life 


We 4 to fad 
That Help wvhich Nature meaut in 
To Man that tal Self defign'd ; 


Dut proves a Cauſtick when apply d, 
: Had Adam, ſure, 4 with more Eaſe abide 
The Bone auben breles, thes awhen made a . 
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[To him] Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove, Araminta. 
Bell. NOW George, what P hyming ! I thought the 
Chimes of Verſe were paſt, when once the 
_ doleful Marriage Knell was rung 
Heart. Shame and Confuſion. I am n expoſed. 
Vainlove and Araminta talk apart. 
Beli. Joy, Yo, Mr. Bridegroom ; I give you Joy, Sir. 
Heart. I'ls not in thy Nature to give me r 
Woman can as ſoon give Immortality. 
Belin. Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clowns 
when they are marry'd. 


Bell. That they are fit for no Company but their 


Wives. 


Belin. Nor for chem neither, in a little Mia | ſwear | 


at the Month's end, you ſhall hardly find a marry'd Man, 


that will do a civil thing to his Wife, or ſay. a civil thing 


to any body elſe. How he looks already! Ha, ha, ha. 

Bell. Ha, ha, ü 

Heart. Death, Am I made your laughing Stock ? For 
you, Sir, I ſhall find a time; but take off your Waſp here, 
or the Clown may grow boiſterous, I have a Fly-Flap. 

Belin. You have occaſion for't, your Wite has been 
blown upon. | 

Bell. That's home. 9 25 — 

Heart. Not Friends or Furies could have added to my 
Vexation, or any thing, but another Woman — You'y ve 
rack'd my Patience; be gone, or by 

- Be/l. Hold, hold, What the Devil, thou wilt not 
draw upon a Woman! 5 

Vain. What's the Matter ? | 

Aram. Bleſs me ! What have you done to him? 

' Belin. Only touch'd a gall'd Beaſt till he winch'd. 
Vain. Bellmour, give it over; you vex him too much: 
*tis all ſerious to him. | 

Belin. Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him myſelE, 
Heart. Damn your Pity— But let me be calm a lit- 
ile How have I deſerv'd this of you? Any of ye ? 
Sir, have I impair d the Honour of your Houſe, 3 
mis' 
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mis'd your Siſter Marriage, and whor'd her! Wherein 


have I injur'd yon? Did I bring a Phyſician to your 


Father when he lay expiring, and endeavour to prolon 


his Life, and you one and twenty? Madam, have I 
had an Opportunity with you and balk'd it ? Did you 
ever offer me the Favour that I refus'd it? Or— 

Belin. Oh foh | What does the filthy Fellow mean ? 
Lard, let me be gone. | 


Dell. This is a little ſcurrilous tho'. 
Vain. Nay, tis a Sore of your own ſcratching == 
Well; Georg 2e. 8 . | 

Heart. You are the principle Cauſe of all my preſent 
His. If $:#via had not been your Miflreſs, my Wife 


might have been honeſt. 


Vai. And if Sikuia had not been your Wife, my 
Miſtreſs might have been juſt There we are even — 


but have a good Heart, I heard of your Misfortune, 


and come to your Relief. 2 
Heart. When Execution's over, you offer a Reprieve. 


Vain. What would you give? | 
Heart. Oh! Any thing, every thing, a Leg, or two, 


or an arm, nay, I would be divorced from my Virility, 
to de divoreed from my Wife. N D 


SCENE XIV. 
7” [To them] Sharper. | | 


FVain. Aith, that's a ſure way But here's one can 


| | ſell you freedom better cheap. 
Sharp. Vainlove, I have been a kind of a God-father 
to you, yonder. I have promiſed and vow'd ſome 


things in your Name, which I think you are bound to 


perform. wh | f ; 

Vain. No ſigning to a Blank, Friend. 5 

- Sharp. No, IL'II deal fairly with you ——*Tis a full 

and free Diſcharge to Sir Fo/eph Witto/ and Captain 

Bluffe ; for all Injuries whatſoever, done unto you by 

them, until the preſent 5 7 hereof— Ho lay you ? 
| as 


Aram. Hang me, if I pity you ; you are right enough 
ſerv'd. | 3 | 


Fain, 
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Vain. A reed. 


Sharp. Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to w ear | thicker 


Maſks a Moment. Come in, Gentlemen and Ladies. 
Heart. What the Devil's all this to me! 
Vain. * | 


SCENE, The laft.. 


| [To them] Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, Silvia, Lucy, Setter. 
Bluff. A LL Injuries whatſoever, Mr. Sharper. 


Sir 70. Ay, ay, whatſoever, Captain, nick 


to that; whatſoever. 


Sharp. Tis done, theſe Gentlemen are Witneſſes to 


the general Releaſe. 


Vain, Ay, ay, to this Inſtant Moment — have 
paſs'd an Act of Oblivion 


Bluff. 'Tis very herons, 1 Lace I needs muſt - 


own 

Sir %. No, no, Captain, you need not own, heh, 
heh, heh, Tis I muſt own 

Bluff —— That you are over- reach'd too, ha, ha, ha, 
only a little Art military uſed — only undermined, 

or ſo, as ſhall appear by the fair Araminta, my Wite's 
Permiſſion, Oh, the Devil, cheated ar laſt! © 

1 Uumaſes. 

Sir Jo. Only a little Art. military rick Captain, 
only countermin'd. or ſo Mr. Vaialrvo, I ſup- 
poſe you know whom I have * Ow, but all's 

orgiven. 

Vain. I know whom you have not got ; pray Ladies 
convince him. 55 ram. and Belin. unmaſk, 

Sir 7a. Ah! O Lord, my Heart e Setter, 
a Rogue of all fides. 

Sharp. Sir Foſeph, you had better have bee. engaged, 
this Gentleman's Pardon: For though Vainlous be ſo: 
generous to forgive the loſs of his Miſtreſs -— I know 
not how Heartwell may take the loſs of his Wife, 

[Silvia wnmacks. 

Heart. My Wife! By this Light 'tis ſhe, the very 
ee Oh Sharper ! Let me embrace thee 
But art thou ſure ſhe is really marry'd to him? 


8 eter, | 
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Better, Really and lawfully marry'd, I am Witneſs, 
Sharp. Bellmour will unriddle to you. 7 


[Heartwell goes to Bellmour. 


Sir 70. pray, Madam, who are you ? For I find, you 


and I are like to be better acquainted. 
Silv. The worlt of me, is, that I am your Wife 
Sharp. Come, Sir Joſeph, your Fortune is not ſo bad 
as your fear A fine Lady, and a Lady of very 
good Quality. | N ; 
Sir Jo. Thanks to my Knighthood, ſhe's a Lady 


Vain.—— | hat deſerves a Fool with a better Title 


Pray uſe her as my Relation, or you ſhall hear on't, 


Bluff. What, are you a, Woman of Quality too, 


Spoule ? | 


Setter. And my Relation; pray let her be reſpected 
accordingly 


any time this ſeven Vears. 
Lucy. Hold your prating——Pm thinking what Vo- 


cation I ſhall follow while my Spouſe is planting Laurels 


in the Wars. LH 

Bluff. No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars 
While I plant Laurels for my Head abroad, I may find 
the Branches ſprout at home, 5 

Heart. Bellmour, I approve thy Mirth, and thank 
thee—And I cannot in Gratitude (for I ſee which way 
thou art going) ſee thee fall into the ſame Snare, out of 
E which thou haſt deliver'd me. e 

Bell. I thank thee, George, for thy good Intention 


But there is a Fatality in Marriage For I find I'm 


reſolute. © 7 28 5 
Heart. Then good Counſel will be thrown away upon 
you—— For my part, I have once eſcap'd———And 


Bawd. 
Vain. IIl-natur'd, as an old Maid 
Bell. Wanton as a young Wido-w- ——— 
Sharp. And jealous as That 
Heart. Agreed, 


when I wed again, may ſhe be Ugly, as an old 


ren Wife. 


Well, honeſt Lucy, fare thee well 
I think you and I have been Play-fellows off and on, 
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Bell. Well; Midſt of theſe dreadful Denunciations, 
and notwithſtanding the Warning and Example before 

me, I commit myſelf to laſting Durance. 1 
Belin. Priſoner, make much of your Fetters. 
| | | [Giving ber Hand. 
Bell. Frank, Will you keep us in Countenance ? 
Vain. May | preſume to hope ſo great a Blefling ? 
Aram. We had better take the Advantage of a little 


- of our Friends Experience firſt, 


Bell. O my Conference ſhe dare not Conſent, for fear 
he ſhou'd recant. [Afde.] Well, we ſhall have your 
Company to Church in the Morning-— May be it may 
get you an Appetite to ſee us fall before ye, Setter, did 
not you tell me ? 5 5 | 

Setter. They re at the Door: Pll call em in 


e 
Bell. Now ſet me forward on a Journey for Life 
Come take your Fellow Travellers. Old George, I'm 


to ſee thee ſtill plod on alone. 
% i Plumes and gingling Bells made 


Heart. prone 
Thy 1 ul Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud. 
A ing-Sun his Tinſell'd Harneſs gilds, | 
And the fuſt Stage a Down- Hill Green-fword 
ields.. - 


But, 1 . | 
What ruggid Ways attend the Noon of Life! | 
Our Sun declines,) and with what anxious Strife, 
What Pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife, 
All Courſers the firſt Heat with Vigour run; 

But tis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. 


4 * - 
a * 
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EPILO GUI. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 


S a raſh Girl, aubo will all Hazards run, 

And be enjoy d tho ſure to be undone; 
Soon as her Curioſity is over, © | 
Would give the World ſhe could her Toy recover: | 
So fares it with our Poet; and I'm ſent „ 
To tell you, he already dees repent. | 0 
Would you were all as forward, to keep Lent. 
Now tbe Deed's done, the Giday- thing has Leiſure 
To think o'th' Sting, that's in the Tail ef n 
Methinks I hear him in Conſideration, 
What will the World ſay? Where's my Reputation by 5 
Now that's at flake —— No Fool, tis out 0 Faſhion. 
If bofs of that ſhould follow Want of Nit, 
How many undone Men were in the Pit! 9 
Why that's ſome Comfort, to an Author*s Fears, 
If he's an Ai, he auill be try'd by's Peers. 
But hold J am exceeding my Commiſſion's : 
My Bujnef here, «was humbly to Petition: 
But we're fo us'd to rail on theſe er, - 
I could not help one Trial of your Patience: 
For "tis our wway (you know) for fear o th worſt 
To be beforehand flill, and cry Fool firſt. 
Hew ſay you, Sparks ? How do you fland affected? 
I wear, young Bays within is Jo dejedtea, 


Two d 
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EPILOGUE. 
*Tavor'd grieve your Hearts to ſee bim; ſhall I call him? 
But then you cruel Critics would fo maul him ! 
Tet, may be, you'll encourage a Beginner ; e 
But how? 7 as the Devil does a Sinner, 


Women and Wits are ud den much at one, | 
You gain your Ind, and dann em when you've done. 


| 
' 
| 


